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chapter! 


WITH YOUR BITCH SLAP RAPPIN: YOU'LL GET NOTHIN: DONE 
PO Pentecostal Preacher Stephen L. Bailey 


I'm done with him. | give up. Honestly, he's a pain in the ass. 


What a hard job, being a father. Especially to me, an educator. A minister of Jesus Christ. Sorry. | didn't mean 
to be so rude. I'd better introduce myself to you: my name is L. Stephen Bailey and I'm from Lafayette, Indiana. 
l'm a Pentecostal Pastor of Holy Roller Church aka Reverend Beetle. 


Ill tell you this: being a good father is such a mission impossible even to a Minister of God nowadays. Every 
time you do something, you do a mistake, but if you don't.. God save youl 

| just don't know what to do. What a situation.. what shall | say? 

I'm speechless. I'm sick of Bill, my eldest son 

William Bruce Bailey Jr, lb yrs old. He'll turns IT next Saturday. 

Once he was my pride, but in the last two years, he had changed so much | doesn't recognize him as the boy | 
raised. Trust me. He used to be an infant prodigy, but now he's just a teddy boy - not to say underage outlaw. 
| guess when he's 20 he'll throw me out of home. 

He's shameless. He's not afraid of God.. | just can't understand him. He's as spoiled as his mother: they really 
worth each other. Although, she's even worse than her son, so I'm completely alone and desperate. 

Damned boy... he'll make me die in sorrow. 

PROVERBS, 21:18: he wicked is a ransom for the righteous, and the traitor for the upright. 

PROVERBS, 2319: hear, my son, and be wise,and direct you heart in that way. Be not among gluttonous eaters 
of meat, for the drunkard and the glutton will come to poverty, and slumber will clothe them with rags. 

Tell me why, William - | mean - can you explain me why are you doing this to your own father, you FN 
bastard? You were the apple of my eye! Why do you hate me this bad? 

| really don't know.. all he does all the time is getting drunk and freaking out. Every damned day. Every damned 
time. He never fails his goal. Take yesterday, for example. It was Sunday morning and, as usual, all the family 
was united for Breakfast as any other people who recognize themselves as Christians. 

| was watching them eating, my chest full of fatherly pride, and them all, of course, replaced my feelings their 
way, with obedience and respect for their leader. Anybody was silently nibbling their breakfast. | meant- 
everybody but one: William. 


He was staring at me in a dazed disbelief, his eyes low on his shoes. He was pale and looked sick, his hair 


resembling an eagle's nest. | felt ashamed for him, but he didn't. He just scoffs at me all the time! 

He needs to be punished. As the Scriptures says - PROVERBS 2I:l - when a scoffer is punished, the simple 
becomes wise. 

Sometime I'd like to have a time machine to bring him back to the past, when he was the one who used to win 
all the Bible contests he was scheduled in. Believe it or not, there was a time | was so damned proud of him | 
could have closed him in a safety box. But now it's all over, Now he's nothing but an underage criminal. And I'm 
ashamed for raising him! 

You, damned FN' red head! I'll tell you this: red heads are worse than red wine. PROVERBS, 23:21-22 says: do 
not look at wine when it is red, when it sparkles in the cup and goes down smoothly. In the end it bites like a 
serpent and stings like an adder." 

You and your mother.. do you really want to leave your home and family? Well. Do it. I'm not going to stop 
youl Do it. l'm serious. Just go away and leave us alone once for all 

He was the all lead vocals in the Gospel family chorus known as the Bailey Trio. He's a natural talent: he sings 
since the age of 6. Oh, people! Believe me or not, he has such a beautiful voice! And he still has, when he's 
sober. But after a crapulence night, his voice is crap. He sings like a damned angel when he wants, but the 
trouble is that, in the last two years, he wanted less than a handful of times! 

He also Teaches at the Sunday School since he was 8 Knows the Holy Bible as well as his own pockets. Besides, 
he's so good looking too, and people always like him very much and come to my church to hear him singing. 
That's ok, but.. he hasn't behaved like a Christian in the last year. 

He has kept staying out late at night, drinking a lot and coming home so drunk that his only goal is throwing up 
down the we bowl instead than on the floor or in his own bed. 

Yeah. Sad, but true. 

And- do you wanna know who's the fault? That son of a bitch Jeff Isbell, a schoolmate of his. A damned 
radical who absolutely hates any religion and who hasn't entered a church in his life, yet. 

But yesterday morning, Bill had surpassed himself in disappointing me. He went downstairs late, face unwashed 
and hair in a mess, and he just laid on the table, his face covered in his overgrown hair. He really looked like a 
junkie if you've ever seen one. 

"Respect your own father!" | yelled, sick of his hard drugs-addicted look. "Once in your wasted life, do what 
you're told! You know what the Holy Bible says: wine is a mocker, strong drink a brawler, and whoever is led 
astray by it is not wise." 

"Proverbs, 20:1" He promptly answered. 

| patted his shoulder and | noticed that he was shivering. "Good boy." | mocked him. "Take care of yourself. 
Drugs hadn't devasted your mind, yet, but please, remember that your lifestyle will take you to hell” 

"Says who?" He asked, staring fiercely at me in my balls eyes. 

"Says mel! 


He looked at me pretending not to have heard and said nothing. 

But l'm not naive. I'm sure you knew what | mean. | immediately noticed his faintness. He was whiter than usual, 
even for his milky complexion. He's normally very fair because of his ginger red hair and freckles, but it wasn't 
that. Yesterday, he really looked as a zombie. He wasn't my son. He was a ghost. 

Skin on his cheekbones was translucent. His green-blue eyes were soaking into dark shadowed sockets. He 
definitely was very sick and groggy. 

At first sight, | thought he was boozed or on heavy drugs. 


God, help me! I'm a Preacher! I'm a Servant of the Lord. The Spiritual guide and the most influent character of 
the city.. and what does my goddamn fng bastard eldest son want? He just wants to spoil himself and his 
family. He just hates every fng thing. He's a filthy junkie. There's no point in denying it. He's not going to pull 
my leg anymorel 

The tie has changed, boy! 

You have been warned: l'm not going to repeat it one more time: your lies are over. I'm not going to buy it 
anymore. l'm not a stupid. Those deep black shadows under his eyes are an open book. 

He reminds me, as a minister, that | am an Exorcist too. 

Its my first occupation. Now he'll see who's his damned father, aka Reverend Beetle! 

He's a bad egg. All he needs is a pretty fast recap about this house rules. He's desperately in need of discipline, 
and his mother isn't the right person to give it to him. So its up to me. 

Says PSALM BOOK I:I: Blessed is the man who walks not in the counsel of the wicked, nor stands in the way of 
sinners, nor sits in the seat of scoffers; but his delight is in the law of the Lord, and on his law he meditates 
day and night. 

By the way, here she is. My wife. Her eyes glistering while she's staring at the rotten fruit of her womb. Good 
God! Paid one, bought two. If I'd only new- 

One more time, she leaves me speechless. 

Look at her, please, if you can: she's pathetic. | mean.. let me introduce her to you, beautiful people. She 
deserves it. You know.. she got a beautiful kitten face, but she's so ragamuffin. She's a desperate housewife. 
She doesn't take care of her body as the temple of God it really is. She has no sex appeal. Oh, shit. - Here she 
comes. Sharon Bailey. My wife. - As | told you, she 's a beauty and has an elegant silhouette, so she's ok, but 
in spite of her young age, she looks awful in her old green granny smock with sunflowers on it and pink rabbit 
shaped slippers. Her ginger hair - same shade of his eldest son - are pulled back with a rubber band and 
twisted in a tight knot that doesn't fit her freckled teenager face. Her glasses with thick lenses are the jewel in 
the crown. To me, she's the whipped cream and the cherry. 

Tell me.. what shell | do with her? Sometimes | think | really don't know her. She's a 32 yrs old child. So, as a 
matter of fact, all | can say is that Bill's mother isn't that better than him. She's weak and, in kids education, it 
doesn't help. 

Now she's watching TV: is that what she does all the time. Dallas. Dynasty. Loving. All that rubbish is her goal. 
I'm so disappointed about her- that's right, Sharon. 

Do as you want, but don't forget this very words: you ask for it, baby. l'm sure you know what | mean, 

Life is difficult for everybody. It's not my fault if you aren't happy. And please remember that I'm the FN’ 
victim. The Bible says: here's the Lamb of God. This is what | am. 

You are the only one responsible for your broken dreams. Don't forget it, baby. But | say to myself: let it be. 
Don't get upset about your wife and your son. All you need is just a little patience. Yeah! Try to keep it, but it 
comes and goes- 

They both will go through it. Bill and his mother. | have to wait and see. Trust in God. Anything will fix up. 


There's no easy way out. But, Lord! Forgive me! l'm really done with these two. 


Yesterday morning was the last straw. Forgive us, Lord, cause we're sinners! And he- for God's sake, he's just 
not ashamed. Can you tell me what shell | do with him? Please, somebody help mel Please! Could you help me 


and tell me how to handle that goddamn boy? 


"We're supposed to be at the church in half an hour" | tell my family sipping my breakfast orange juice while 
reading the main news of the day in the Journal and Courier of Lafayette. 

Nobody even looked at me. Then | saw him. Bill. Laying on the table with his head down before his untouched 
bowl of cereals and- once again - my patience went to hell. | got mad, got up and yelled: "Hey you" Can you 
hear me?" 

He slowly raised his head and stared at me with hate. 

His face hadn't met the comforts of water and soap that morning, yet, so his haunted eyes were red and 
teary and he looked very pale and groggy. 


"Why didn't you eat your cereal bowl, yet? Here, look: your orange juice is still untouched too! C'mon, boy: eat 
and drink!" Then my eye caught his ripped dirty clothes. 

"-Eat and drinkl- he says to you" he answered, mocking the Scriptures. "but his heart is not with you. You wil 
vomit up the morsel that you have eaten, and waste your pleasant words. PROVERBS 23:7-8" 

"For God's sake!" | stormed, giving him a strong slap on his impure lips. "Keep you bitch mouth shut! You're a 
sinner, William Bruce Bailey! You are a son of the Demon, and I'll tell you this: at your death, you'll go to Hell 
for sure!" 

Can you picture the way he was? He was FN! indecent. He really looked like a homeless. 

Holy shit! - My son is just an urchin living on the street. A ragamuffin. I'd better keep my mouth shut or he'll 
be in serious troubles. | know | should But that time, | just couldn't. 


You dirty bastard! 

This is what | thought about him. 

The very words. 

Sometimes | wish he wasn't born | wish | never had married his mother, but | did it. This is why I'm a spoiled 
man. So often | feel like there's no point in going on. 

One day I've caught him red-handed in the basement with a porno magazine. | won't say another word, but l'm 


sure you can picture what | mean 


I'm his father, for God's sake! 

Not to mention all the splatter comics and rock music fanzines he keeps under his younger brother bed ready 
for use. You know - they got bunk beds and share everything. So | hope you can understand why l'm so worry 
about the little one. You know, Bill is not the better babysitter he could find. Believe it or not, in spite of the 
education | tried to give him since he was just a toddler, he leaves empty beer cans and used condoms 
wherever he goes! Last night | found a bottle of whisky in the garden, so please, tell me.. what shell | do with 


him? 


I'm not naive - | know adolescents needs to be handled with care - but this one is too much for me! 

Things get even worse when he goes out at night with his best classmate: Jeffrey Isbell called Jeff. Yeah! Good 
boy! I've never seen him and his family at church in my life. His mother is a drug addicted and his father is a 
wino. We were quite in need of him, weren't we? The two of them get drunk together, smoke pot or weed or 
god knows what else to fuck up the once of brain they still got, and take pills. Look at Bill, if you don't trust 


me! So, all my son does when he comes home - never before dawn, so far - is throwing up all night long. 


Here he is, my eldest son Here was supposed to be the walking cane of my late years, but | was terribly 


wrong. 


Please, look at his face: he reminds me Lazarus before his resurrection! 
Here he is. Nestled in his toxic dreams with his nose in his exercise book - but he's not doing his homework. 


He's writing a brand new rock song. 
Good God! The world just can't wait for it - or so he believes. 


| hate him and his awful hair. He's obnoxious. | wonder why he doesn't cut it short. They have grown longer 
than his mother's. | feel ashamed for him, but he doesn't. He use his hair to hide his face. His mother isn't 


worried about him as | am, but she never knows him as well as | do. 


| ask to myself if God has really given each of his Creature a talent and what's my eldest child's one -beside 
singing. | mean -he's an alcoholic. He's a drug addicted. A teddy boy. What else? l'm speechless. It's not bad for 
a former infant prodigy who was a bright Sunday School teacher at the age of 8, isn't it? 


What about his mother? Good God. I'd better keep my mouth shut. She never tells him off. Never ever. 
Enough she says him: "please, Bill. Cut your hair short. Do it for mel" - He would obey for sure. I'd appreciate 
and would feel better - but she wouldn't. And this is crap. Sorry. | didn't mean to be rude) 

I'm speechless with my parish mates when they point to his long hair and laugh behind his back. And | know 
they don't laugh at him - they laugh at me! This is why I'm so damned upset. 

He most of all needs a turn of the screw. That hair style makes him resemble more a whore than a Sunday 
School teacher. 

This is a honored house, not a cathouse, for God's sake! 

I'm done with him. 

My patience has gone. 

So please, Lord! Keep my mouth shut and my hands still! 

Its better like this for everyone. 

William, you are in serious troubles, trust me. And I'm the only one who really cares about you and your 
salvation 

Most of all, I'd liked to give him a kick in the ass, but | couldn't. | was in need of his precious voice, so | had to 
go through all his rubbish and try to make him understand that, once again, he was FN' wrong and the only 
wise thing he could do, was obey to his father. 


It was ten o'clock. The holy mess should start al 10,30. 


I'm the preacher, for God's sake. The reverend. The celebration won't begin without me and my family. And this 
includes Bill, who's the Bailey Trio all lead vocal. 

| hope you can understand the way | felt looking at him, who was writing on his damned exercise book, face 
hidden under his hair before his untouched cereal bowl. 


| just freaked out. 


"What's the matter with you, today? It's a quarter to ten and you haven't had breakfast yet!" 


He raised his head, shook his hair from his eyes and glanced at me without an answer, then he went back to 
his exercise book minding his own business. He displayed no respect for me, his father. He doesn't care about 
anybody but himself. 


So my patience went to hell one more time. 


"Hey, you!" | yelled right in his face. "C'mon, Shakespeare! Wake the fuck up!" 
Sorry. 


lm a reverend. Usually | don't like rude words. It's all his fault if | lose my head. 


In fact, he didn't notice me. 
Nothing. | was speaking to the FN' wall. 
"Hey you.. can you hear me??" 


Nothing again. Ok, boy. You asked for it. 
"The Bible says: don't challenge the Lord” 


He sent me an evil glance. 
"The Bible also says" he replied, shaking his hair like the whore he resembles "Your eyes will see strange 
things, and your heart utter perverse things.” 


"PROVERBS 23:33." | replied, clapping my hands in a mockery standing ovation. 


Once again he showed me that, as a Sunday school teacher, now and then, he was the best one. He really was 


deep into the Scriptures, but his voice sounded shaken and his hands were shivering. 


"Please, dad" He pleaded. "I'm sick as a dog. Think I've caught myself a flu. I'd spent a restless night, so please! 


Do me a favor: leave me alone.” 


That's it. 

He did it again. One more time. 

Ok, son. | thought. This is the last straw- 

So | learned that it was too late to straighten him. He was totally spoiled. 

He reminded me of Esau, this one. Another damned ginger red head as he is. And what did he did? He sold his 
youngest brother Jackob his first born rights for a lentil soup. He's a ginger hothead. He's a rotten son 
Despite everything else, | swear I'm ashamed of him to death. 

Tell me, Lord: what shell | do with him? 

l'm a strong man A true one. 

Both psychologically and physically. 

Take me. All my colors are gloomy and dark. And now take him and his porcelain white skin. He looks as fragile 
and thin as a daddy's girl. As a matter of facts, he got what | call a bitch-like look 

Well, | feel ashamed for him, but this is the sad truth. 


No need to say he doesn't give a damn of my feelings. 


He doesn't give a damn of my parishioners, who are my sheep and who, consequently, consider me as a 
Religious and as a Father. My reckless son doesn't understand he's publicly spoiling his own family in front to 
everybody. 

He's gone wild. Dresses like a teddy-boy. Leaves his hair grow to his damned kidneys! 

Please, try to understand my situation I'm a Preacher. My family should be an example for the community. 
Between me and him there's failure to communicate. All we do when we meet is clashing, so please, help me: 
have you got a recipe to fix a rotten family? 

How can | settle things with him? 

He gives me the impression he's made of glass: if you stare at him twice, he burst into pieces. 

We're night and day, he and |, just like that old Frank Sinatra's song says. We're so totally different I'm sure 
the truth will come out soon. But till it happens, I'll keep my mouth shut. | won't say a word. | grew him at the 
light of the Gospel and now, the only music he appreciate is that poisonous rock | call the Music of the Devil 
He knows | hate it but he doesn't care my rules. He' so damned spiteful sometimes I'd like to beat him to 
death. 

So this time he'll never win the war. 


I'm the winner. He's not. For God's sake! 


"William Bruce Bailey!" 
"What the FUCK.. ops!" 


All right, Bill. 
Very funny. 


Do as you please, guy. 


Do it again and you'll have hell to pay, boy! 


So c'mon Bill, smile as you want, but please remember: you can't teach an old dog new tricks. 


As usual, that silly thing of his brother and sister were sheep. Here they are. Laughing and pointing at me 
shameless. 

So, one more time, | saw red. 

All they caught was a pretty rough slap one each. 

Then it was up to my wild eldest son. 

William Bruce. The Bailey family disgrace. 

"Eat it!" | cried right in his red liquid drunk balls eyes making him gasp. 

He rolled his eyes without saying a word. 


"Either do it now or | swear you - for God's sake - you'll taste my belt on your damned ass!" 


"Stephen! Please!" 

| turned around and saw. 

My wife. 

"How do you dare talk me like this?" 


Deadly silence full of suspense. 


William shook his hair. 
"Holy fuck!" he said. "I'm fucking not doing it!" 


So | took my belt off. 
Had to. 
He asked for it. Didn't he? 


Its the only way to deal with people like him, believe me. 
After the belt did the trick, | tried to talk to him to make sure he had learned the lesson. 


"Will you please stop kidding me?" 

"| wasn't" 

"Shut up! You've been told a million of times. You're not supposed to talk when I'm speaking to you!" 
"Well." 

He was getting into another trouble: pay one, take two. 


Not bad, indeed, for a reverend's son. 
Many compliments, Bill. You're improving your damned self. Who knows. God ways are infinite, aren't they? 


“Clean that cereal bowl right now!" 
‘lm not hungry.” 
| watched at him as you can watch a crap under your sole. He really was between the devil and the deep blue 


sea. He doesn't deserve good manners. It's giving pearls before swine. 


All he needs is discipline. 


(And a kick in his ass) 


| told you he's a spoiled brat, and it's all his mother's fault. 
She had made him a softy with her own lack of energy, and he'd grown up like a spineless. 


But now, the party's over, baby! 
Trust me: you're going to pay the bill, now! 


"Bill, | warned you. Either clean that dish or you'll seel" 
"| can't- | feel like throwing up." 


Well. Once more, you asked for it. 


William Bruce Bailey, you are an asshole. 
You're the shame and displease of you disgraced family. 
Ill tell you this, boy: your ballrooms days are over. 


Yesterday you were sick, but I'll tell you this: you'll be worse tomorrow. | swear you. 


Don't you believe me? 

How do you dare, you bastard son of a bitch? 

You think you're so cool- why don't you just fuck off? 
Wait and see, boy. Back to square one. 


THE WINE OF VIOLENCE 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 2/50. 


It contains real quotes from The Holy Bible 


chapter 2 


THE WINE OF VIOLENCE 
William Bruce Bailey 


Please, don't trust that old braggart. 

He's full of hot air, and he's a fucking Pentecostal preacher. A religious fanatic. A dictator. A real pain in the 
ass. 

We kids use to call him Cockroach. 

Did you get the message? 

So please, do me a favor: just ignore him, ‘cause he keeps talking crap. 

I'm neither a monster nor a serial killer. 

I'm neither a drunkard nor a junkie. 

Either he's fucking pleased or not, I'm his son 

What the fuck! 

May God forgive me for being his brood! I'm just an urchin’ trying to live his life in peace, not a mankind 
enemy. 

He taught me the Scriptures and the Gospels hitting my back with his fucking belt any time he could. The 
harder the better. 

This is why | hate him. 

| don't believe in a God above us, even if |, actually, had been a Sunday School teacher since the age of 8, but 
Ill tell you this: if there is one, that fucker father o' mine will not be unpunished. 

I'm a court jester with a broken heart. 

Rock music is my life. 

Ya treat it like a capital crime- everybody's doing their time! 

You know, | used to be his cash cow, but now he's flogging a dead horse. 

He's a wooden head. All he says is set in stone, you know. Like Gospel, sort of. So I'm his black sheep. His wild 
one. His fucking infant prodigy who went insane. Trust me. | swear you that is no easy to swim against the 
fucking tide. 

Reverend Beetle makes me physically sick 

Have you ever been cheated? 


| fucking had. 


And its no funny. 

How could | love such a rotten father? 

He used to call me bad names. Motherfucker. Bastard. But I'm not. I'm a human person just like he is. And | can 
tell you, guys, that not a long ago, when | was a child, he was my fucking hero. | loved him to die. Trust me. 
l'm not kidding. Then | discovered that he did never ever replace my love. 

He did violence to me. He forced me. | did learn the Scriptures because of his fucking belt. He really slashed me 
all the time. 

So, please, don't believe a word of what he says. It's all crap. 

He's a dirty liar, so, please, don't be deceived by the fact he's a Pentecostal Preacher! Don't be cheated by the 
worst minister of cult of the Holy Roller Church in Lafayette - Town of the Living Dead - Indiana, of all time! 
He's a fucking asshole. That's what he's. He really mirrors our awful Quakers town! 

But I'll tell you this, guys: 

as soon as | graduate, I'll hit the road never to come back 

This is my goal. | just can't wait. It's about five months to go. Then, between me and this silly thing called 
Lafayette, will run the fucking Route bbl 

Yep! Let the freedom bell ring! 


My family is crap. Daddy best of all. 

The only two Baileys l'm in love with are my sister Amy - who's going to turn 13 - and my younger brother 
of 8, Stu. 

My father is a living anachronism. He says he's a servant of God, but I'm pretty sure that God doesn't need 
people like him. Sad but true, I'd better be an orphan than his son Its a pity we can't choose parents at birth! 
ltd be great if we could, but it's impossible in this life. Such things only happen in THE TWILIGHT ZONE. 


My father had forbidden me to listen what he calls Music of the Devil and | call Rock Music. 

Why don't he just fuck off? 

He says | booze and shoot myself in vein, but he's a filthy liar. By the way, | must say this: his paranoid 
behavior is feeding my morbid curiosity about hard drugs. 

He doesn't understand he's literally pushing me towards them. 

So, if I'm going wild, is all his fault! 

I'm not a junkie, trust me, but I'm sure that if | really were, he'd never be the fuck aware of it. 

This way I'd experience what I'm losing behaving like a fucking good boy. | mean - I'm spending so much time 
for his church! 

| go there six days per week. 

I'm the all lead vocals in his gospel chorus called the Bailey Trio. 

And, as you told you already, I'm a Sunday School teacher too. 

And, if nothing else, I'm his personal slave who leaks his fucking ass all the times. 

What else shall | do? 

Besides, he thanks me for all my dedication by calling me Bastard and slashing my back with his fucking leather 
belt. 


That's what he did yesterday morning at breakfast. 


He'll never change. Never ever. 

He's totally hopeless. 

Being round the table with him is a nightmare. Trust me, guys. I'm not a softy, but try to eat with his 
freezing eyes on you, if you can! Sometimes he really looks like a vulture, ready to crash and burn. He got 
eyes like balls of fire inhabited in drilling hell depths of Hell, so any fucking time he looks at me, | run the risk 
to choke to death. 

The icing on the cake went Yesterday. Sunday morning. 

About twenty minutes to the mass, and | - may God save me from the Demon's claws! - didn't eat my 
disgusting bowl of milk and cereals, yet. 

| hate milk and, best of all, | was fucked up because | was sick as a dog after a crappy restless night. And it 


didn't help. 


"For God's sake!" 
he shouted, opening another brick in the kitchen table with a fist for sure. 
"Gulp it down right now, or-" 


Holy fuck! | was so scared | was peeing my pants. 


(I'm kidding!) 


"Or what?" 

‘Or you'll seel" 

"Nope" | answered, piercing his eye balls with mine in a wild, morbid intensity. 

As usual, he went bananas and started yelling verses mentioned from the Holy Bible with a serial killer 
expression on his face. 

But | just didn't give a fuck of him. 

| was no longer scared by him. 


He was a very sick old man. | had to be merciful to him. 


"Well, | can't" | tried to explain. "I feel like throwing up." 
He stabbed me with his lethal eyes. 


"Do it, and | swear to God you'll drink your own vomit!" 


"Oh, Billy! Are you really that sick?" asked my mother, spilling some orange juice on her ridiculous pinafore and 
cursing. "Why?" 


| quit. Let the Scriptures speak on my behalf. 

"-Eat and drinkl- he says to you, but his heart is not with you. You will vomit up the morsel that you have 
eaten, and waste your pleasant words. PROVERBS 23: 7-8." 

He stabbed me with a killer glance. 

‘lm pretty sure | went into a food poisoning last night, and I'm still nauseous. You can check my pyjamas, if 


you please. Find it in the washing machine. I'm really sorry, mum, but it's all covered in sick" 


My little sister frowned at the idea 
"OH MY FUCKING GOD!" 


She went up covering her ears with both hands. 
"Bill, please!" She shouted, breaking the dramatic scene we were playing. "I'm trying to eat my breakfast 
without getting sick!" 


As the storm had subsided, dad tried another way to win his dirty civil war. He went right up to me to scan 
me with his x-ray terrifying eyes. 


"Tongue out!" He yelled. "Let me see where is nestled the germ of bad conscience." 


My heart did skip a beat. 

| swear you, guys, | wished | was buried six feet under. 

Can you believe me, old mates? 

Sometimes | envy the dead. l'm only lb but l'm old at heart. And I'm really done with this life. 

Well, as a matter of fact, | was groggy and shaken, so | told my father that half of my class mates were sick 
in bed with the flu. 

No need to say he didn't buy it. 


"PROVEBS 23:29-30: who has woe? Who has sorrow? Who has strife? Who has complaining? Who has wound 


without cause? Who has redness of eyes? Those who tarry long over wine." 


All right, dad. 

Do as you please. Nothing doing with you. But I'll tell you this: | nearly threw up my toenails all over myself 
‘cause | just couldn't reach the restroom, and it wasn't funny. Trust me. I've never been so fucked up in my 
life, so far. 

| still was feeling crap. 

He just didn't understand a fuck. 

All he did, as a father, was mocking me in front of the rest of my family to give my younger brother and 

sister a warning. 


His very words. 


| was drenched in frozen sweat and got fucking cramps all over my legs, but dad still didn't give a shit of me 
and my illness. 

Thanks for your love, dad. 

Deep inside, I'm really touched. 

| swear I'll never forget. 

Take that to your heart. 

Oh, sweet daddy! What should | do without you? 


He said | was drunk 
Holy Shit. | was speechless. 
We were going nowhere. 


There was no point in going on. 


| was needy of my bed and my Jim Morrison's lyrics book, WILDERNESS. 


Cause | got something I've been building up inside 


lm already gone.. 


Finding peace in this haunted house, however, is a sort of mission impossible. 


He just won't leave me alone. 


"I noticed when you went for breakfast that you were upset. You ought to see your face, Billy! It was nasty 
green!" 

Cried my ma' helplessly. 

"Tell me, darling" she said, gently stroking my hair "what's up? How are you feeling, now?" 

As if my crappy face and my black circled sockets weren't the mirror of my miserable condition, | made them 


all a high speed recap of last night. 


No need to say my head was still spinning and my stomach was squirming like a toad at the sight of my 
relatives eating ravenously their breakfast and, of course, this couldn't help it. | was simply doing my best not 


to throw up in my cereal bowl. And- trust me, boys: it wasn't neither easy nor funny. 


‘lm sorry" 
| mourned, leaving the table while they all were staring at me in disbelief. 


"Would you mind if | crash upstairs in my bedroom for a while? | really don't feel well.” 


Unwanted, unexpected, out went my brother, Stuart - two missing upper teeth stolen by some nasty tooth 
fairy in his sleep - who, as usual, opened his mouth for free. 


Holy shit! He really did it. 


| mean- please, don't misunderstand. 
| really worship that child. I've got a soft spot for him, too. 
But he's as spiteful as diarrheal 


He reminds me myself when | was his same age, this one, but, actually, he's even more shameless than me. 


He's a natural born clown. 

He's a living funny joke. 

Mockery is his particular talent: 

I's a pity our father doesn't displays to appreciate it! 


lm sure Stu was only trying to help me. He knew | needed a shoulder. Trust me. He's a good boy. He really 
didn't want to make things go worse for me, but, in spite of his good intentions, he fucking did it. 


"Dad?" 
He cried, chewing a buttered slice of bread, his face all covered in apricot jam. 
"Yes, son’ 


Reverend Beetle aka Black Crow replied, giving him a nervous pat on his cheek. 


"Did you know last night Bill puked all over his bed?" 

The old man stared at me with a nasty sly smile. 

"Yes, | did’ He replied, glancing at me with a grin. 

The preacher took my brother on his knees. 

"What happened? Tell me anything, little one." 

He stroked his hair and grabbed his shoulders with both hands like a fucking eagle. 
"Bill went to bed late, last night. | heard him taking his shoes and clothes off and making a lot of noise." 
| just couldn't keep my mouth shut. 

"Not true!" 

Stu mocked me. 

"Yes, it isl" 


Reverend Cockroach- ops! Beetle- electrocuted me with an evil glance. 


"Please, go on, Stu!" 

And he fucking went on. 

| could hear him moaning and turning around in his sheets. And, after a while, he turned his night light on. 
"OMFG, he said-" 

"Stuart!" 


The Black Cockroach give him a slap on his mouth. 


"But, dad!" the little one cried, in pain, the five raven's claws printed in red on his soft cheeks. "I's unfair! That 
were Bill's words, not mine!" 

The preacher's voice was a thunderstorm. 

"Go on, | said! Or you'll got another one!" 

You, dirty rat! 

When Stu went on with his coming-out, he did it in a soft, treble voice. 

"He said he was throwing up. So he managed to run to the restroom, then he" 
Stuart paused and glanced at me with glistening eyes. 

| thought he was going to burst into tears. 

"He?" Screamed the Man, at the top of his lungs. 

"C'mon, little one!" He said. "What did he do?" 

| gave my brother a kick under the table and he gasped, but luckily, said nothing. 
"Well..." 

Affer a while, he swallowed a sip of milk and went on. 

"He fucking puked all over his bed and mine!" 

"Stu! Don't even dare to talk me like that!" 


Another slap made my brother break down and cry. 


"Do it again, you little pest, and your ass will taste my belt for sure!" 


The child nodded and calmed down a bit. 

Then, after a long while, he went on fearless and shameless. 

"You should have seen him, dad: his face was nasty green. He was really sick. Trust me. I've never seen him so 
wasted in my life, so far! | think he really has caught himself a very bad flu. | told you. Poor Bill. He spent 
most of last night throwing his guts up all over our beds. Mine is all covered in vomit. You can check, if you 


please!" 


Good boy. 
Strike. 


The Reverend frowned and laid back on his chair sick and disgusted. 


"No, thank you. | don't need it. | trust you, little one." 


What should | do without my little telltale brother? 
"Oh, Billl" mummy said in a soft voice. "I'm so sorry for you, sweetheart!" 
"He also stroke the floor, mum" explained Stu laughing. "You'd better go and check-" 


Mummy's face dropped out. 
She rolled her eyes. 


"Holy shit! Billy! Your room was freshly done! Oh, dear! Goodbye floor polish!" 
In spite of her huge, she uncurled her fingers from mine and run upstairs to face the entity of the damages. 


| rolled my eyes in disbelief. 
I'd better keep my mouth shut. 
Her love means too much to me. 


I'm really touched. Won't say a word. 


My family is crap. | told you already. 

There they were, staring at me open mouthed, as if | were a criminal or a serial killer. 
Holy fuck, guys. 

| fucking wasn't. 

Trust me. 

The weirdo in this family is not me. 

Or, at least, | am not the only one. 

What the fuck! 


It wasn't me the one who had crucified Jesus Christ! 


"Father forgive me, cause l'm a sinner" 
| whispered, trying to provocate some kind of reaction in the audience. 
Of course, it was just a prank. 


A wisecrack. 


All| wanted was to play down and make them all laugh, but I'll tell you this: my parents are hopeless. So, hear 
what my father said 


"As a penance" the Cockroach Reverend joyfully sentenced, "you'll got three Hail Mary and four Angelus. But, 


first of all, apologize with your mother who's the one who must clean your puke.” 
| felt like a complete goof. 


Whaaaaaat? 
| thought. 
No way. 


Please, tell me it's all a prank! Hey youl Stu! Can you hear me? Why don't you scream: "Smile, you are on 


Candid Camera?" 


Now, let me call Il. 

The mental home or... dunno. 

What the fuck! Its complete lunacy! 

Mum and dad are totally fucked up! Trust me! 

All my worries go to Amy and Stu. 

I'm pretty sure that, facing all this madness, they'd grow up wrong. And | don't want them to be spoiled 


forever! 
OMFG! why did You leave us alone? 
Dad used to say that l'm the one who has mental issues! They say the weirdo it's mel 


"How're you feeling, now?" 

Mumbled my sister in one of my ears, not to be heard by the adults. 
She gently grabbed my hand under the table and | nearly cried with joy. 
You know, guys. 


I'm the house Black Sheep. 


"You got a frightening look, Bill" she said, concerned. "And I'm so sorry for youl ‘cause | really care you, Bill. | 


really-" 


| smiled at her. | didn't need to be told. | knew | wasn't as fresh as a fucking kitten. 

Sweet child o' mine | use to call her. 

Sweet little sister, you are the only one! 

Sweet Amy, you're the only decent human being in this fucking family. | swear you are. Stu can suck too, 


today. He's a filthy spy. 


(As a punishment, he'll be tickled to death!) 


"Weak" | mourned. There was no point in denying it. 


"William Bruce Bailey, shame on you!" 

Shouted the Reverend with his terrible squared jaws full of Sears € Roebuck teeth wide opened. 

"If you will not listen, if you will not take it to heart to give honor to my name- says the Lord of Hosts, then | 
will send the curse upon you and | will curse your blessings." he quoted. "Indeed, | have already cursed them, 


because-" 


| stood frozen in disbelief. When he drags out The Holy Bible, it means that l'm in serious troubles. 
Oh, guys! The Scriptures again. 


MALACH 2:2 did the trick when | was just trying not to barf on the Cockroach's black veal leather shoes just 


polished for the mass. 
"You do not lay it to heart." 


| replied, as the perfect Sunday School teacher | had been since then 


So, once more, I'm sure that the Devil does really exist and lives with us, aka Reverend Cockroach. 


"Thank you so much, bro!" | whispered in my brother's hear, upsetting his hair. "Judas Priest, save me! My 
younger brother sold me for thirty filthy dimes!" 


"But | didn't mean to damage youl" He cried, bursting into tears. "I only wanted to make dad understand how 


sick you were! Trust me, Bill! | just didn't mean-" 


His unattended tears washed away any misunderstanding between us, so | dried his eyes and cheered him up 


with a strong hug. 


"By the way" 
my sister volunteered. She turned into Stu, who was drinking a glass shameless gambled by mum for 100% 
Orange Juice, 30 cents at the Seven Eleven just behind next corner. 


"Why were you screaming so loud, last night?" 


As for Stu, dear little thing, he's not the one to blame. He really cannot face the music as an adult, can he? 
Holy shit, he's only 8! 

Sometimes he's a pain in the ass for his brutal unwanted sincerity. He's getting above himself, the Black Crow 
says. So, as you can picture, usually it doesn't go down well, so poor little Stu spends a lot of time in the 


doghouse with Seth- our puppy dog. 
"It was Billl" he scoffed. "He just- well- suddenly fell down on me making me jump on my bed scared to death." 


Congrats, boy. Strike. 


In a nutshell, guys, Stu and | share a bunk bed and I'm the one who sleeps above. 


What happened last night, is that | was trying to sleep in spite of feeling unwell, but | couldn't. So, when | 
suddenly turned sick, | fell down the bed striking my brother who was asleep right under me. 

Ok, Stu. 

| apologize for it, but its not my fucking fault! 


No need to say that | was flogging a dead horse. 


The Preacher went back in action. 


"Please, tell me the truth, Stuart! Be fair with your dad-" 


| raised an eyebrow. 
He reminds me the Holy Inquisition, when he acts this way. Anytime he questions us, no matter if I'm guilty or 
fucking innocent; | feel like having pins and needles right up my ass. 


"How was your brother last night?" 

He asked, giving me a withering look. 

| might be reduced to ashes. 

"He was blind drunk, wasn't he?" 

His dark shadow swallowed my brother. 


"Either tell me the truth or, | swear you, Stuart, you'll have hell to pay!" 


His seraphic tune froze everybody. 
We all knew it did mean troubles to be. 
All he wanted was to cheat and fuck me up. 


‘lm waiting for you to answer my question, little son!" 
His false smile was all a gamble. 
He really looked by a vampire ready to bite the child on the neck. 


"Stuart, | warn you: its your choice. Either answer your own father, or | swear I'll hit you!" 
My brother, poor little thing, started crying loudly. 


"Its unfair! Dad! Dad, it's unfair!" 

"Life is, sometimes!" the Reverend answered with a large smile. "Put it on your heart, boy!" 

"But how should | know what Bill did or didn't? | don't know whether he was drunk or not. How could 1? Why 
don't you just ask him? He's right next to you!" 


Reverend Beetle just couldn't wait. 
He laid across the table towards me and started a sort of terrorizing third degree. 
Do you know what | mean, guys? 


Hope you don't. 


There. Just to let you know, I'm sure that, compared to my father's, the real WWII third degree was crap. 
As usual, he's beyond compare. 


"William Bruce Bailey!" he stormed "why last night did you fall from your bed?" 
"| told you" | scoffed, fiercely staring his piercing eyes "I was throwing up." 
"Were you? Can | ask you WHY?" 


OMFG. 
ONE MORE TIME! 


I'm totally done with his questions. 
| feel crappy. 

Just want to crash on my bed. 
Holy fuck. 

What about it, guys? 


Am | asking too much? 
When he asked me for the twentieth time if | was boozed, | pleaded the Fifth Amendment. 


"Why are you asking me? | was sick and that's it. Got a tummy bug. Is it forbidden to feel sick? It happens. You 
treat it like a capital crime!" 


"It is. ‘Cause you spend your nights out boozing and taking drugs." 
| gasped and rolled my eyes in disbelief, shifting to avoid his crappy breath. 


"Ill tell you this, you dirty youngster!" he shouted, coming to an end "I'm neither deaf not dumb. | heard you 
several times in the last months. You went home late at night just to run upstairs in the bathroom. | heard 
you hitting on things not to turn the lights on and throwing your guts up. That's why | just don't buy your 
lies. Because | know why you felt sick all night long. Sometimes throwing everything up is the right choice." 


He took a long breath and went on smiling. 
There was nothing | could do, so | didn't swallow the bite and kept my mouth shut. 


His fake teeth, ghastly glistening in the sunny kitchen, reminded me of a hungry shark ready to kill. 
"Because the Devil had to find some way out-". 

OMFG. 

"What?" | cried, rolling my eyes to the sky. 

No comment. 

What else should | say? 

My father is crap. 

My life is crap. 


Music, however, once again, was my only friend 


(until the End) 


My mind went to my favorite Sex Pistols song. 
Anarchy in the UK. 


NO FUTURE! 
NO FUTURE FOR YOU! 


But | made up my mind: l'm gonna cut the rope as soon as | graduate. Go to Los Angeles to become a fucking 
rock star and shit on this crappy Town of the Livin’ Dead called Lafayette. 


They won't see me anymore. Dead or alive. 


We were on a turning point, my father and |, and he, as usual, decided to overact. 


So it happened that he fucking peed out of the vase. 
The popular Reverend Bailey aka Beetle aka Cockroach theatrically raised his hands to the sky. 


"Forgive him, Lord!" 

He screamed at the top of his fucking lungs asking God the Father, who, I'm pretty sure of it, doesn't give a 
shit of him in spite the fact he thinks he's God Almighty! 

"My eldest son didn't heard my father's instructions and my good precepts. He only forsakes my teachings! He 
doesn't accept my words! he eats the bread of wickedness and drinks the wine of violence!" 


Proverbs 4/1. 


Nice shot, dad. 


But please, remember: you won one only battle, not the war. 


He'd only be improved by sudden death. 


These were my thoughts yesterday morning, when suddenly Stuart went into the conversation 


"Dad!" 
My little bro scoffed, patting his father's arm to catch his attention 
"Da-da-da-daaaad!" 


He stuttered as he used to do any time he was very excited for something. 
The Preacher looked daggers at him. 
"Stuart, please!" 


Ghastly silence. 


"What's up?" 
Stu, however, didn't swallow the bite. 


" What's the WINE OF VIOLENCE?" 


"Ask your brother!" 
The little pest pulled my Motorheads sleeve quivering. 


"Bill, please!" He cried, excitedly. "Please! Please! Please! Tell mel” 

"Later on" | replied, winking at him. 

But -off course - the fucking die was cast. 

Stu sorted out throwing one of his tantrums, jumping up and down in spite of the preacher's piercing eyes. 
"| want to taste the WINE OF VIOLENCE!" 

"Bite your tongue!" Reverend shouted "or you'll spent next night with Set in his doghouse!" 

Stu ignored him. 

The rest of the Baileys watched us in a ghastly silence. 


"Bill!" 
My eldest bro stared at me the Marvel superhero he used to be. 
"| ‘m a grown up, now. | want to drink the WINE OF VIOLENCE!" 


BECAUSE OF HIS GREAT FOLLY HES LET ASTRAY 
Pentecostal Preacher Stephen L. Bailey 
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Chapter 3 


BECAUSE OF HIS GREAT FOLLY HE'S LET ASTRAY 
Pentecostal Preacher Stephen L. Bailey 


| admit it, guys. William is a bad egg, but his bros Stuart and Amy aren't much better than him! 
For God's sakel 
Stu is a sharp tongue who doesn't mince his words- and he's only 8 


And Amy is flirtatious and haughty. 


Anyway, as usual, it's all his fault. 
l'm sure you know who l'm talking about. 


Growing up with him is not healthy for a child. As the Holy Bible says - Proverbs 4,14: do not enter the path 
of the wicked, and do not walk in the way of the evil, and this is what he did all the time. 

Television doesn't help? | say. Well. Get rid of it! All the programs are crap - naked girls, sex and violence - and 
they say that all you need is LOVE! Yeah! Sure! Watch Dallas or shit like that. All that rubbish is spoiling my 
family - my wife first! - | say that all a teenager needs is discipline! Rules! 

Proverbs 5,23: He dies for lack of discipline and because of his great folly he's let astray". 

I'm done with that Devil's trap: next time | see a naked whore during the advertising, I'll throw the tv out the 


window. Wait and see, Sharon! 


A few days ago | caught William showing Stu a very pornographic spot about a cigarettes brand! He was 


deliberately spoiling his little brother, which is a crime called corruption of an innocent! 


"My son’ | taught him “give me your heart, and let your eyes observe my ways. PROVERBS 23:26." 
Mine, instead, got a soft spot in boozing and smoking pot. 


As a singer, he's the Eight Wonder. Trust me! But he's a damned ginger! A hothead. Who, instead of challenge 
the incredible vocal range our Lord had given him for free singing the Gospels, what does he do? He screams 
and yells vulgar rock songs full of rude words. He's out of order. Besides, it turned out, he wants to go to Los 
Angeles to be a rock star. Yes, and pigs will fly! 


Rock nv Roll is the best weapon of the Devil to corrupt our sons by plagiarizing their minds and taking over 
from their inside. Why does my son plays with fire? He's ready to sell his soul to the Devil to make his dream 
come true. But I'll tell you this: if he asks for troubles, he'll find them for sure! 


Hope that, in the long run, he'll give up his plans. 


What a shame, for a Preacher! My eldest son boozing himself and wasting his life this way - | mean - he does 
know very well what's he's doing to his family. | brought him up as a Christian, and what does he do behind my 
back? He takes advantage of leading Stuart and Amanda - two innocents- astray. 

The three of them were sitting on the couch before the tv watching in disbelief the tits and ass of a buxom 
blond girl wearing one of that scandalous two-pieces swimsuit also known as bikini. 

William was fixing her tits and telling vulgar funny jokes to his brothers. | saw red and shut that shameless 
mouth with a slap. | did it for his poor brothers’ s sakel 

Now tell me, guys. 

I'm pretty sure | did the right thing. Didn't |? 

Bringing kids up is quite a problem, nowadays, and a bad egg is enough to vanish a lifetime sacrifice! | can't 
allow him to spoil all my family. 

He won't spoil my son Stuart! It's unfair. About William, he's free. | give up as a father, with him. He's lb and 
he can does what he wants of his life, at this point, but | won't allow him to involve anyone of us in his 


choices. He has to face the music by himself. 


There's no point in fight for straighten him. He can scream and yell at the top of his lungs or just fuck off. | 


only want him away from my brood. 


He's such an ingrate. 

What the fuck, guys. 

If he knew what | did for him! 

But he doesn't. Not yet. 

He'd probably break down and cry. 

Trust me! When he was younger he was my nest egg. So bright and smart! His LQ. Was 139, which placed him 
in the category of very superior intelligence. 

At the age of b, he had the functioning IQ. of a ten-year-old. He was all extremes where their brothers 
seemed to occupy a middle ground. He was the one who used to win all the Bible contests, as | told you already. 


He was my pride and my cash cow. He was the apple of my eye. 


Not to speak of the butterfly he's got in his throat. 

At this point, | really wonder why Our Lord gave him for free, ‘cause he doesn't worth it. 

He's wasting his amazing voice. 

Are you blind? 

I've seen it all a million of times! 

| don't know what do do with him. I've even took him a vocal coach and bought a very expensive piano just for 
him. My son's vocal range was incredible, as it turned out. His voice covers almost all the keys, form baritone 
to soprane without losing a single key. And what does he do? He starts a band of underage delinquents and 
comes up to me just to tell me: "dad, I've made up my mind: | wanna be a rock star!" 

One more time, | had to slash him pretty rough on the ass with my belt to bring back a bit of discipline in his 
wasted life. 

Do you really want to know what he did? Nothing. So did I. 

But Bill is not my only problem. There's Amy. She's going to be another pain in my neck. | mean, she's 13. Really 
growing up fast. Her body's blossoming and all the rest. You know. 

And what does my own daughter do? 

Try to guess. 

Yesterday | caught her in the bag. 

She was in the bathroom, trying to copy the makeup of a Vogue cover girl. Her head pulled up in a posh updo 
which didn't fit her age. 

Things for make-up spread all over the sink. 

Lipstick. Eye-shadow. Mascara. Bloody red nail polish. 

| was speechless. 

She really looked like a bitch. 

And to be fair, the Postal Market scandalous miniskirt she was wearing didn't help. 

OMDG. 

| mean, I'm a Preacher, if anybody cares it. And my daughter pouts as a filthy whore. In my own house. 
Besides, can you picture who she was dressed to kill for? 

C'mon! Try to guess! I'm sure you can. 

Believe it or not: Jeffrey Isbell. 

(May God curse you forever, motherfucker!) 

Where do we go now? 


Here's the days of weepings. 


So do not fear, says the Holy Bible - Genesis 50,21. 


| will provide for you and your little ones. 
| stormed in like thunder. 


"Amanda Louise Bailey!" 

| shouted, trying to plead to her one once left of common sense he had inherited by myself. 
"Either you wash your face right now, or you'll have hell to pay!" 

She gasped. 

"OMGD! D-d-dad.." 


| grabbed angrily one of her arm and pulled her close to me to face the Evil in her eyes. 


"Are you completely mad? Please, remember you're only 13!" 


"PLEASE, DAD..!" 

She replied, surely feeling guilty, trying to avoid my eyes and watching herself in the mirror. 

"All my school mates wear make up! | mean, I'm the only one who doesn't! It's unfair, dad! Please! Try to 
understand what a girl feels! You know, there's nothing wrong in trying to improve ourselves as best as we 
can!" 

"Shut up, whore!" 

| said in disbelief. 

"And look at your game, girl! This is a honored house, not a cathouse!" 

My father heart was broken. Before my firstborn and after, his sister. There's no point in going on. You mean- 
she's my own beloved daughter. Born on my own knees. 

Oh, God. It hurts. l'm sick as a dog of being tough with my kids, but | have to. Tomorrow they will thank me. 
The three of them. Er- | mean - the younger two, at last. won't bet on William because he's a lost war. 
Yesterday morning, when he went down for breakfast, | knew for the very first time that my Old Bill was gone 
forever. This one is not my son He was rude and showed no respect for his mother and his little brothers. 
You ought to see his face! He looked like Socrates after he drank the hemlock poison. 

"Show me your tongue!" | ordered him. | was only worried for him and all | did was trying to help. 

For God's sake! All hell broke lose. He thrown a tantrum as a two-year-old and, when he finally resigned to 


obey - well - believe it or not, his tongue was an open book. 
I'm sure you know what | mean. His lack of energy had a reason. 


50 shades of white. 
Liver upset. Stomach issues. So, If two plus two is equal four - and not five or six as they try to make me 
buy - it stands for boozing and getting high, or so they say. So, in spite of him, his own mouth gave me the 


final proof | have been waiting. 


"You get drunk in secret!" | said. "Don't you?" 

"| don't!" 

"There's no point in denying it, son" | fatherly patted his shoulder. "Trust me. Your tongue doesn't lie. Going on 
this way, at age of twenty you'll die of cirrhosis!" 

"| didn't drink! | swear it!" 

My rotten firstborn insisted. 

"Not even had a beer!" 

"Shut up!" 

"Trust me, dad. l'm not a liar. | got a fever. Touch my forehead, if you don't trust me. And I'm FUCKING doing 
my best not to throw up in my FUCKING own cereal bowl, dad!" 

He went straight into his mother's arms to be cherished as a baby. 

Dear God. 

Once more in my father's life, | felt ashamed for him. 


‘Mummy, please" he cried. "Tell dad I'm not a liar-" 


But Sharon was much too groggy to get his message. As usual, her head was down in her half-finished 


pancakes. 
Ok guys. As you like. You asked for it. Both of you. 
"Sharon!" | stormed. "You FUCKING stupid bitch! Look at the rotten firstborn on your FUCKING knees!" 


Her head bob up. "What the f-" and went down again. 


"IFs all your fault!" | yelled in my firstborn zombie-like face. "You shouldn't been born, William Bruce Bailey! | 


should have not-" 
Here we go! 


"Shut up!" 

My zombie wife cried, suddenly resurrecting from death. She went out of her coffin and fell down on her 
knees. 

"Please, please, please, Stephen!" 

She begged me bursting into tears. 


"Don't say another world!" 


| rolled my eyes while the rest of the family was staring at us in disbelief, enclosed William. 
One more time, | kept my mouth shut for the family's wellness, but | swear that this is the last time. 


"William Bruce Bailey! The time to hesitate is through! Go upstairs, have a shower and put your white Sunday 
suit on! Hurry up! Our faithful can't wait! We got to do our duty! And yours is SINGING! So, let's make it!" 

"Take it easy" he replied. "lm not coming. | apologize with you all for my lack of energy, but I've never felt so 
crappy in my life. Trust me. I'm too sick to leave home. Don't want to sing with a fucking bucket between my 


knees! I'm sure Jesus wouldn't be pleased!" 


| literally begged him. 

"But you have to! YOU are the Bailey Trio!" 

"| just can't. Nothing doing." 

So he caught another slap on his filthy mouth. 

"I'm sorry but it's not my fault if | got a FUCKING flu. Do you want me to throw up in pubblic?" 


Another one. 


I'm the one who's going to win WWI. 


"Nope." 
He repeated it about a million of times. 


"C'mon. Hear my voice - it's crap!" 


He was right. 
‘Sorry, mum, but the carpet is ruined and my bed sheets are.. well.. all soaked in puke. Believe me, dad. Why 
the fuck should | lie to you? I've never ever felt so goddamn sick in all my life, | can swear you. I'm destroyed. 


I'm groggy and got a sore throat.” 


You're in trap, mouse! 


You asked for it, baby! 
"I see. But.. could you please try to tell me why are you feeling that sick?" 


He rolled his eyes and snorted angrily. "Dunno." He mourned. "Something I've eaten" 
Yeah! Sure! 
Try again, baby! 


"Or something you drank?" 


He pierced me with a poison-green glance, but, as he tried to stand up, he staggered. 
| had to sustain him not to let him fall down. 
That was the shocking proof | was looking for. He wasn't sick. He was totally drunk. 


"Let me smell your breath." 
As far as he released his breath on my face, | recognized the perfume of victory. It was an awful sickening 


cocktail. Red wine. Beer. Cheap whisky - all that rubbish - and - of course - vomit. 


His condition was evident. He was feeling as crap as he deserved. 

He drank the wine of violence and he wouldn't be unpunished. 

Ok, son. No doubts left. 

"You're totally drunk!" 

| diagnosed after he had his reddened eyeballs checked. "Aren't you?" 

I'm not!" he yelled, wearing his heart on his sleeve. "| got a bad flu- why don't you trust me?" 
"William Bruce Bailey!" 

| stormed, trying to shut his stingy tongue up. 

All the family gasped. 

‘Shame on you, filthy bastard!" 


He started crying as a daddy's girl. 

"Stephen!" 

Cried his mother, as usual ready to please him in spite of his father. 

"Maybe he's right. He isn't good looking, and you heard what Stu said. He hadn't felt well last night-" 

| rolled my eyes in disbelief. 

Thanks, Sharon. | though, disgusted but not too much surprised. We were quite in need of your help! 
Proverbs 19:5. "A foolish son is ruin to his father, and a wife's quarreling is a continual dripping of rain" 


Well, well, well, ! said. He's a though boy! He denies the FUCKING evidence- it means he's not a coward, at least. 


The flu. 


Yeah! And the pigs will fly! 

Fuck you, servant of the Demon! 

We doesn't want you there, anymore. 

Satan is a liar. He lies to confuse people, but | don't buy it! 

The flu. 

Nothing doing, boy! 

I'm an exorcist. | fuck evil spirits off. 

So please, William, don't challenge me. You'll be defeated. 

"You can check, if you don't trust me" he finally said, coming next to me staring at me with his sinful eyes. 
| rejected him with my crucifix. 

"Vade retro, Satan!" 

He run upstairs as a damned wild rabbit, making me understand | was totally right. 


That boy isn't stressed, as his teachers says. He's haunted. He's possessed. 


So, that's it. 


He's the Devil. 
I'm the Cure. 


ID BETTER KEEP MY MOUTH SHUT 
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Chapter 5 


I'D BETTER KEEP MY MOUTH SHUT 
Granny Kate 


Hi guys. Let me introduce myself to you. I'm Kate, Billy's granny. His mother, Sharon, is my firstborn daughter. 
Sorry for wasting your precious time, but I've got something to tell you all about our beloved Reverend Beetle. 
He's a bad apple. He's nasty and moody. Although, he's a cheater. A contagious disease. l'm not overdoing it! 
Being his mother-in-law is a cross to bear a nasty God sent me to purge my soul of sin | really say no more. 
| tell you this not to speak badly of my son-in-law, but because he's a very sick man. Trust me. 

He needs a shrink, guys! 

(A very good onel) 

One more time, after one of his hothead moments, he left me speechless. 

He gets pissed off for nothing and drink too much. Besides, if you really want me to be totally fair, the Holy 


Bible is poison to him. It feeds his obsession and makes things get worse and worse every day. 


Tell me, guys. What the hell should | do? 

What should | say? 

I'm sick of all that heap of lies around Bill. To be honest, | think he has the right to know the truth. The time 
has come. The age is too. So, why don't tell him anything? 

But it's not my business. I'm not his mother nor his father. I'm his granny, and I'm afraid | must bite my own 


tongue. 


OMG. 


l'm really confused. 


Maybe all | need is just a little patience. 
(Yeah! Try to keep it! But it comes and goesl) 


Anyway Sharon hasn't been able to straighten him, so far, because you know, she really asked for it. | mean, 
marriages are made in heaven - or in hell, God knows. But maybe if Sharon isn't the right medicine, our Billy IS. 
l'm pretty sure someday he'll make his dream come true in spite of that sickening father o' his. 

| really wish him all the best, ‘cause he worth it! 


| live in the surroundings of their house, so I'm very involved in their family life. I'm really into it, so, to be 
totally fair and to get this last events in perspective, | need to calm down, sit on my couch and lite a cigarette. 
All right, guys. 

I'm very much better now, and ready to start. 

I'm really in desperate need of a stranger's hand. 

The situation reminds me of a Woody Allen's famous gag in which he said STOP THE WORLD! | WANT TO GET 
OFF. 

So far, so bad. 

That man is a fanatic beyond all descriptions. 

l'm really concerned about my grandsons, my Billy at first. As a granny, | know shouldn't say such a thing, but 
he's my favorite one. As a child, | nicknamed him Pumpkin because of his ginger hair but, most of all, of his 
hothead. He's tough, of course, we gingers often are, but he's also very fragile. This is why | love him best, 
for he reminds me of myself at the same age. And this is the reason why | just can't stop calling him such a 
name! 

He's so goddamn bright! 

He's smarter than his bro and sister. He's a superior intelligence, in spite of all the lies and the family plot all 
round him -ops! 

HOLY SHIT! 

(| NEARLY SAID IT) 

Sometime | really talk too much! | never learn! But I'll tell you this, guys: I'd better keep my mouth shut 
before the hell broke loose! 

Poor Billy! Bright and sensitive as he is, he feels unwanted. And l'm afraid he really is, poor kid, but he's not 
the one to blame. Children are not guilty for parent's faults, but sometime | think our family is cursed. It's 
sort of vicious cycle. In fact, mummy was an unmarried underage girl and so was |. 

| was just sixteen when | got Sharon. 

So, as you can see, the story had repeated not once, but twice. Someone someday has to break this chain. It's 
too ugly. either Bill nor Amy or Stu would ever go through this in their future lives. 

Anyway, suddenly, this morning, my bell rang. 

It was around noon. 


| was back from shopping, settling the kitchen table for lunch watching the daily news on TV. 


| gasped. | wasn't waiting for anyone to come to my house for lunch, but | recognized his long rang as soon as 
| heard it. 

OMG. 

| remember | thought. 

He shouldn't be here. He'd be home. 

And | knew, for past experience, it wasn't a good sign. 

| wondered whether he'd skipped school. 

| quickly opened the door to let him in 

My Billy. 

When my eyes met his, he shifted uncomfortably by one foot to the other as he used to do when he was 
ashamed for something or someone. 

He stared at me for a long silent moment. 

| must admit it. | was harassed. 

There was something wrong with him. 

His face was bruised. 

He really gave me the shudders. 

His aqua-green eyes, reddened and congested, were dark shadowed and ghastly glistening in the sunlight. 
He was flushed. 

He looked very ill and, much to my sorrow, very sad. 

| watched him in disbelief as | let him in. 

When | noticed the backpack on his shoulder, | knew that his family life has finally came to an end. 

You ought to see him, guys. 

Really got a bad look 

He made no efforts to pretend it was all right. There was no point in deny he was really in need of help. 
"Billy!" 

| shouted when he stormed in throwing his backpack on the floor and slumming the door. 

"What's up? Are you all right, boy?" 

| mean, when | first saw him | got a half heart attack. 

He was as white and pale as a bleached ghost. 

His delicate features was bruised. His nose was bleeding. 

Holy shit! Dear boy! 

(He left me the track behind him all over he went 

(but | don't give a damn for the floor. Don't misunderstand me! | only care about my Billy) 

Ill tell you this, guys: this time, that rotten father of his has pissed out of the vase! 

Try to guess. 

Why does my daughter, Sharon, wear sunglasses all the time, even at home? 

Why has she got all that bruises all over her body? 

She always got an excuse ready for use: once she had stumbled, another she had hit on things- then she told 
me she had stumbled down the stairs. 

Yeah, sure. And the pigs will fly! 

She bents the truth. 

They say ignorance is bliss. Well, it surely is. 


But I'm 53, not 4, for God's sake! 


You can't teach an old dog new tricks! 


My relationship with men had been difficult since the beginnings. | just can't understand want men want. 
Sometimes | think | really hate them. All arseholes. One worse than the other one. And THAT spoiled brat 
Reverend is the worst in the filthy word. 

Poor my Billy, what a bad luck! 

Now and then, l'm all for him. 


When he went in, | first of all had to take him quickly to the bathroom to try to stop his nose bleeding. Then | 
made him lay on the living room couch with a mountain of pillows behind his head and a granny patch quilt 
knitted by myself. 

It was no easy to swallow my tears back and, when | looked into his eyes, | knew for sure he was feeling the 


same. 


He hasn't got the habit in being treated well. 

He's a poor little kitten to whom life had given so much pain! 

"Granny" he whispered in a soft childlike voice "Am | in your way if | stay here for a while?" 

"You're not, sweetheart." 

He run into my arms. 

"You're welcome, little one! Trust me. Such a joy for me to have you here! I'm so glad to see you! Ought to 
know-" 

"Are you really, granny?" 

He swallowed noisily. 

"Am | not a pain-?" 

"Sure you aren't! | would have told you if you were." 

| smiled at him. 

"Don't worry. Here. Try to relax and take a deep breath. | go just a moment in the kitchen to set something 
for you to eat." 

He shook his head and grabbed one of my sleeves. 

"No, please." 

He begged me, laying down on the couch and pulling the quilt up to his ears. 

| watched him in disbelief. 

"Billy! Let me go! What are you doing?" 

"Please, granny, | don't want anything to eat. Trust me, It's better this way. All | want is you to sit here close 
to me. Could you?" 

He released a bitter laugh. 

“Sure | can" 

| did it with joy. 

"Are you all right?" 

lm FUCKING not. Ops! Sorry, granny! | didn't mean to be rude-" 

"Sweetheart" | asked him, checking him better "what's up? Are you sick?" 

As an answer, he lowered his head, his eyes on his shoes. 


"Billy! 


Then my eye fell on his sweatshirt. 


OMG. 

It was such a mess. Dirty and slashed. 

Well. 

To be totally fair, it also smelled pretty bad. 


"Pumpkin!" 

| burst out, gently running one hand on his sweaty forehead. 

"You're unwell. Poor kitten! Just lay down and don't worry ‘bout nothing. | think I'd better call the doctor" 

He raised an eyebrow. 

"| don't need him." 

"What?" 

‘Ive caught myself a flu" He said. "Half my classmates are sick in bed and this is crap, granny! | mean, I've 
been this way since yesterday morning. Did you get the message? Being sick on Sunday morning means no 
Mass at alll And no Mass means mess. Incoming troubles - call it as you please, I'm sure you knew. Holy crap, 
granny. I'm so fucked up! Last night had been a nightmare. Try to picture it. | spent most of it throwing up all 
over my bed!" 

"OMG. Poor little one!" 

| softly pushed back his glossy hair all soaked in sweat from his cheekbones. 

‘I'm so sorry for you, Pumpkin!" 

"Me too! No need to say this morning | was crap and- honestly - | didn't felt like going to Mass and singing 
Gospels-" 

"You surely didn't! And what did he say? How did he took it?" 

"Try to guess. You know him! I've tried to explain that | wasn't throwing a tantrum, but my beloved daddy 
laughed on my face and gave me a slap. He really did it, granny. He did it to hurt me, because he actually 
doesn't give a shit of me! Trust me, granny! Sad but truth, | don't even exist to him. The only thing he cares 
is my fucking vocal range. Hear what he said to me-" 

Oh, guys. 

Here we are once again 

That man really need a strait-jacket. 

While trying to tell me his father's last drama queen scene, my grandson went so upset that he had a bad 
cough stroke. 

| had to bring him a glass of water, and he swallowed it all in one go before he was able to go on 

"What did he say? Tell me! | just can't wait" 

"Try to guess." He replied, giving me the empty glass back. "He said l'm a toxic. A wino. He was totally pissed 
off. Can you picture what it was like?" 

| could. 

‘Granny, | swear to God I've never ever saw him this way before. He went on and on insisting mine was not flu 
but hangover. But it wasn't! | didn't drink last night, ‘cause | didn't went off! How could | drink at home with him 
in sight?" 

| felt a lump in my throat. 


Just couldn't say a word. 


My poor heart skipped a bit. 

My son-in-law was gone insane. Definitely. 

"Holy Shit!" 

| yelled, while the kid was coughing up his latest bad experience with that bully father o' his. 

"He's totally out of order. Coming up to me to stay, you did the right thing. So, well-" 

| was on the verge of crying. 

No, | thought. 

Don't give up! 

| must be strong for my Billy. | didn't want that dirty bastard son-in-law of mine to win what Billy called W.W. 
Not for all the tea in China, guys! So, once again, | swallowed all my tears not to upset the kid more than he 
already was. When he's sick, he's more in need of vinegar than honey. Believe me. I'm his granny, and | think l'm 
the person who maybe knows my grandson better than anybody else - his mother enclosed. Otherwise, his 
growth could be disturbed, and | don't want him to stay a child forever! What | really want for him is to be a 
man in spite of his troubled infancy and that goddamn Reverend Beetle 


(may God electrocute him to death!) 


"Welcome back home, Pumpkin!" 
We hugged so strongly we nearly fall backwards on the floor. 


Life is a whore, and he got to learn how to handle it. 
| got to be severe in spite of my granny heart who only wants to hold him as the poor lost kitten he really is. 


| love this grandson o' mine. 

| was there when he was born. | was the one who was holding his mother's hand in the delivery room, when 
she was just a scared-to-death underage girl. Although, we got a very similar hard to handle character. 
(Besides, Billy and | share the same ginger red hair, much to the Reverend's joy!) 

We're similar, Bill and |. 


We were. We are. And we'll always be. 


Hangover! 
Yes. Sure. (And the pigs will fly!) 


Once again, as soon as | touched his forehead to check his temperature, it turned out he was absolutely right. 
The kid wasn't a liar. He wasn't acting. It was flu, not hangover. He should have been in bed. 


"Billy! Oh my God! You got a high fever!" 

"Yeah! Try to convince HIM, if you can-" 

His backpack was settled in the guests room, where so many times, in the past years, I've welcomed him 
anytime he decided he was done with his father's belt. 

Holy shit. 


Try to imagine it, guys. 

Any damned time the same squalid story. 

He was a desperate kid with a broken heart, an ass full of blows and an empty stomach. Any time he left 
home, he just did it to survive. He used to safe, here. All he needed was a place to hide. 

He'd always been a good boy. And he still is. 


Trust mel 
"He said I'm haunted" he spelled, his fevering eyes wide opened. "His very words." 
| was chilled 


That bastard is even sicker than | expected. 

He needs QUALIFIED help- not to say a COMPULSORY REFUGE -RIGHT NOW. 
He's getting worse every day. 

Poor Billy! After all, he wasn't overdoing it. 

(He just doesn't need it) 


All right, guys. 
Maybe Sharon doesn't run a real danger, but the psychical health of the kid absolutely DOES. 
Fucking rat! | thought. Give up to my Billy! 


l'm sure you know what | mean. 
HE ISN'T YOURS! 


You won't see him again in ages. Trust mel 


You'll have to pass on my dead body! 
(And, in spite of your arrogance, I'm pretty sure you aren't brave enough to do such a thing!) 


"Well, he said l'm possessed by the Devil himself-" 

OFMG. 

"-and need an EXORCISM. As soon as possible-" 

| rolled my eyes. 

This time, | was the one who needed a glass of water to wash this rubbish down. 
| just couldn't believe my own ears. 

OMFG. 

Bill took a Kleenex to blown his running nose and thrown it in the garbage can | placed near the couch ready 
for use if necessary. 

"-do you get the message? Well. That's it" 

He made me chuckle with the exorcism. 


(I couldn't help it!) 


All right, Stephen. 


Do as you please, but be a man, a real one: go away. 


Fuck yourself. Leave the kids alone! 


"So, I'm no longer William Bruce Bailey, now. I'm fucking LINDA BLAIR!" 


He made a swallowing noise, then released a bitter laugh. 


"Aren't you scared, granny? You actually should, for you're in serious danger having me here!" 
| smiled, but | did it just to show him to be to the joke. 

"Don't laugh, granny!" 

He warned me, his voice mocking his father's. 


"Believe me: you really are-" 


Another cough stroke. 
Another glass of water. 
He drank it thirstily, wiped his mouth on the wasted sweater's sleeve and went on. 


"Having me there, you had committed sacrilege: in doing that, you have officially opened your house to the 
Devil itself!" 
He raised an eyebrow and stared at me with mockery haunted eyes. 


"You have been warned, granny!" He howled, trying to imitate a vampire voice. "YOU ARE CURSED FOREVERII" 


| laughed, but deep inside, | frozen. 


All| could do was try to change subject. To help him forget and relax and recover soon. 


"Do you like me to make you some chicken soup?" 

He raised his head from the couch. 

"Yes, please. Could you?" 

"lll be back in a few minutes!" 

| happily shouted to be heard from the kitchen, trying to cover up the noise of myself looking for my 


pressure cooker in the upper cupboard. 
As soon as the soup was ready, | was back to him with a smoking bowl. 
"Eat it hot" | said, carefully handling it to him not to spill it on his legs. "It's good for your stomach." 


He took the bowl and tasted it. 

"Thank you, granny. It means so much to me-" 
Suddenly, his mood changed from glad to sadness. 
He burst into tears as a child. 


"That's all right..." 
| whispered in his ear, stroking his hair, sure all he needed was to discharge his pain 


"Just let it all out, Pumpkin!" 


A vagrant sunray stroke his damped aqua-green eyes making them shine as bright as fallen stars. 
"You'll feel better tomorrow, with the morning light, now, baby...” 
He took a deep breath and went on with his shocking tale. 


"H-h-he said I'm Lucifer himself!" 
Billy told me, wiping his eyes again in his poor sleeve without stop crying. 
"But he's wrong, granny! | swear you! He's fucking wrong. I'm not the Devill HE fucking IS! He's the Dev-v-" 


OMFG. 
He suddenly felt sick. 


| hurried back to the kitchen for some napkins. 


He covered his mouth with both hands desperately doing his best not to throw up on my Persian carpet. 
(And, thanks to the garbage can, | must say it barely get off scot free.) 


| softly ruffled his hair. 


‘lm so sorry, little Pumpkin!" 


Oh, guys. 
(Try to guess, after being sick, where he cleaned his mouth..) 


"A little better, now?" 
"A little" 


He rinsed his mouth with a sip of water. 


"Holy fuck!" 

He shouted, trying to display something like a smile. 

‘lm so sorry, granny! I've never been so fucked up in my life." 

"Don't worry. You're welcome." 

"| really couldn't hold down anything since last night." 

"| see. All you need is relax. You'll be better soon. Trust me. Stomach flu usually doesn't last much more than 
a couple of days, so don't be afraid: you will survive! Definitely! So, c'mon, guy. What about going on? Are you 
well enough to tell me the rest of this sort of Hitchcock way family plot? " 

He nodded. 

"Do you really feel like going on?" 

He proudly nodded again. 


"He's the fucking Devill" 
My grandson yelled, throwing the quilt on himself and cuddling up to my side. 


Poor boy! He was shivering because of high fever. 


"| can proof it, granny!" he shouted, his teeth chattering because of fever. "Trust me, ‘cause I've heard him a 
lot of times! He speaks in tongues, granny! | mean, Japanese. Chinese. Thai. Whatever you want. And this is 
scaring, isn't it? You know. | don't understand what he says. It's all Greek to me. And I'm pretty sure he's the 


one who really needs a quick exorcism, not me!" 
"He really does" | confirmed, with a knot in my throat. "You're a good boy, Bill. You can tell it for sure." 
He gave me five, as teenagers says. 


Poor kid. As | told you already, he hasn't turned I, yet and what a rotten life he already got! 

It's so unfair! 

God shouldn't permit such a thing, should He? 

| mean, my grandson really doesn't deserve it. He's neither a serial killer nor a criminal. The only one, here, is 
the Reverend himself. 

As he used to do as a child after that psycho son-in-law o'mine has beaten him, he was discharging all his 
sorrow on my breasts. He's never grown up. He's till my little Pumpkin, and | guess he'll always be. 

But what about his father? 

As a preacher, he's a natural born leader. Magnetic and charismatic. And, you know, children are made to 
absorb anything like sponges do. 

(Holy shit, Sharon! You shouldn't have married this guy!) 

| was angry with the world when Sharon discovered her first pregnancy, but I'll tell you this: | loved this child 
since day one. You know, l'm very sensitive, and | felt that this one was going to be different from anyone else. 
At his birth | knew | was right. This baby was going to be a very special one. A very talented one. 

What | wanted for my daughter, as a mother, was her happiness. And that man had spoiled anything for her 
and her children. | waited for her to break her marriage chains for her own kids safe, but she didn't. On the 
contrary, she took the habit to it, and accepted her husband's to give her kids a father. She thought that a 
bad one was better than no one, but she was totally wrong. She didn't make it. Actually, she didn't survive 
their wedding day. Her mind has gone away. She's restless. She lives subsisting on a diet of hot milk and 
sleeping pills. 


(Poor Sharon! Listen to your mother's words: YOU ARE DEAD, BUT YOU JUST DON'T KNOW) 


You know what people says. Boys got married to their mothers and girls to their father. As a matter of fact, 
that's correct. Cent for cent. So it was for Sharon. She really married another bad mother as his maker - 
may God forgive his FUCKING black soull 

| gotta keep my mouth shut, but | just can't. Although | got to, for the kid's sake. 

Anyway, he worries me. My Billy. 


My little man- | love him so much- 

| brought him up with chocolate seltz ice creams, Sunday apple pie and Spider Man comics- my little beloved 
ginger-red haired man! | remember when he was five or six. He was a Bible contest champion. Used to win all 
the competitions he made. Did you get the message? At eight he was a Sunday School teacher. The Psalms had 
no secrets for him. He was so bright and good looking! - | won't say a word. Although he sang the Gospels like 


an angel and played the piano. My son-in-law was pride and delighted. No need to tell you that he didn't dream 
to give him bad names, at that times! 


Anytime my Billy paid me a visit, as a small urchin, he was the one who wanted to fix anything he saw it was 
broken or out of place. He didn't care about the results. He didn’t care if, trying to fix a thing, he made worse. 
Poor angel. He really cared about me. Tried to do all his best to please me and to let me know that he was the 
family man and that he, actually, was there for me. So | didn't care about all the rest but my Billy. We share 
the same kind of sensitivity. 

His younger brother- Stu - for example, is completely different from him: the eight-year-old isn't that bright 
as Billy was his age. He's a good boy too, of course, and | love him very much, but he's not Billy and he'll never 
be. 

He's thick skinned as his father is. 

But my Billy- my Billy is just a piece of my heart. 

Anyway, so the story goes. 

Children grown up. 

What shell | say? his Bible days are over, and this is why his father's no longer fond of him as he used to be 
when his first born was his (fucking) cash cow! 

He's very fragile and sweet. Things hurt and upset him easily. In the last two years, he had found a close 
friend in that Jeff Isbell who my son-in-law hates so much. 

Do you know why, guys? 

‘Cause his father is a Comunist and Jeff has never seen a church inside, or so they say. 

Why doesn't he live and let live? 

Times change! People change! 

(Holy shit! He's the only moron who, actually, doesn't!) 

Since the early days of the two kids friendship, Reverend Bailey has hated that poor Isbell, giving him the fault 
of his firstborn leading astray, but I'll tell you this: HE'S the only one who's guilty, for God's sake! 

As a modern granny, | have very high hopes for my Billy. 

| wish him to find his way to LA, ‘cause all he actually needs is leave this town of quackers as soon as he 
graduates, never to return! 

He reminds me of Tom Wingfield, the protagonist of The Glass Managerie by Tennessee Williams. He ran away 
from his mother and sister and the squalid life they did because he was a poet. A dreamer. A free spirit who 
wasn't made for a working class wage labour. So, after a tough rough with his mother, he joined up the Navy 
and left to make his dreams come true as his father himself did when he was just a toddler. 

He had to. It was his only way out. 

Life is a whore, | told you already, because it has no respect for the ones who are weak or sickly or even for 
those who recognize themselves as a just a little PECULIAR. This is why we all are living in a dog-eat-dog 
world, and if you really want to keep your head out of the water and stay alive, you must learn to care about 
nothing else but yourself. 

Billy is so gifted! He really does worth a second chance, doesn't he? He's a natural born blues singer, got an 
amazing huge voice, so I'm pretty sure he will make it. 

He's quite right, guys. 

You know. 


Sometimes | think that Lafayette should be rechristened as the TOWN OF THE LIVING DEAD - or XANAX 


TOWN, as my grandson has nicknamed it. 

I've got nothing particular against Lafayette, it's ok. Nice and clean. Love the view of the Wabash river flow in 
the distance, but | also can understand a teenager point of view can be very different. 

You know, guys. Sometimes is no easy to live in a country small sleepy town, if you are sixteen and full of 
dreams and wishes, and most of all, if your parents don't support you. 

My Billy only needs to be more self confident and someone to push him to go. 

To cut it short, he really can make it. He's beautiful, smart and gifted, and I'm pretty sure someday he'll rock 
the FUCKING world! 

| got no crystal bowl to watch into, but his future is bright. Anyway, | really don't know whether he'll come 
back to his native town or not, as a rock star. But | can see him in a blaze of glory, his face smiling at me 
from NEWSWEEK, VOGUE, ROLLING STONE and thousands of rock music magazines and fanzines- as they call it. 
He can make it for sure. Much to his father's joy! 

Believe mel I'm his granny, and I'm so proud of my Pumpkin!- 

Although, he has bought the right clothes and all the rest - platform boots, glittered lurex t-shirts and all 
that stuff - and I'm stinking sure he's going to be the next decade sex symbol! 

His father can suck. 

All| can wish him for the future is a ten~years-long DIARRHEA. 

Sorry for the discharge, but I'm going to blast as an H bomb keeping all this evil thoughts inside! 


Back to my grandson, | went straight to the kitchen to put his sweatshirt in the washing machine. 
God, it smelled pretty baal 
Need an emergency rescue. 


| pointed at it smiling at him. 


"Please, Billy, can you take off your sweatshirt?" 


| asked him, tactfully minding to the stinky spot of vomit on it. 


He silently obeyed. 

"Sorry for that, granny. | mean-" 

"Shut up, boy!" | replied. "I don't care what happened to your clothes. | only care about your wellness. No 
matter what you did or didn't. | just didn't see anything wrong, here. So, don't worry about your clothes: the 


washing machine will do the trick!" 


His thick fluent hair, growth up to his shoulders, was eating his delicate cameo-like profile. 
My heart skipped a beat. | felt that he was all my life and | couldn't disappoint him. 
Not for all the tea in China. 


"Thank you so much, granny" 

he whispered in a sickly voice, blowing his nose in a tissue. 

It wasn't my fault- it was just an awkward accident. | didn't mean to puke all over myself, but it fucking 
happened. | didn't mean - believe me, | fucking swear it! | really could not help it! | was much too sick to even 


leave my bed! Spent all night with a fucking bucket between my knees, much to my bro's amusement!" 


"Holy shit!" 


He released a bitter laugh. 
"It was so fucking awkward! I'd better be buried six feet under than face such a shit again! Trust me, |..." 


His face went green again. 
He managed to fight against a strong wave of nausea. 
"It really went out of controll" 


OMFG. 
(God bless the garbage can!) 


"| see, Pumpkin." 

He cleaned his mouth. 
"Yeah! But | did it." 

He made a swallowing noise. 


"And he-he-h-" 


He went sick again. 
| gently patted his back and hold his hair back from the scene of crime. 
As far as I've been able to establish, he'd really cought himself some sort of very strong tummy bag. He 


really couldn't hold anything down- even a sip of water was enough to make him puke! 


My thoughts went to the Reverend. | really couldn't help it. 
(Hangover, uh? You dirty motherfucker!) 


As soon as he was able to, he made me a quick recap of his awful Sunday morning. 


As it turned out, that execrable person- too abominable to mention- really needed a good turn of the screw. 


"Tell me the truth, Billy. Did he really beat you just because you got sick?" 

He nodded. 

"He wanted me to have breakfast and sing at Mass, but | was much too fucked up for both things. So he, as 
usual, had to punish me to straighten me- his very words. And, you know, puking all over myself, well.. it didn't 
help." 


What should | say? 
Nothing. 
(That's what | said) 


"Granny" he pleaded "would you really mind if | stay here till graduation day? Please! | won't disturb you, | 
promise! I'll be good and helpful in everything you want! But, please! Help me! Let me stay here! | really don't 


want to face him again!" 


My eyes filled with tears. 


"No morel" He cried. "No more! No more!" 


He was sweating and shuddering. 
I've never seen him so fragile before. 


It was heartbreaking. 


"Granny, please- let me stay here with you-" 


So | did it. 


| definitely allowed him to move to my house. 


Do you want him back, dear Reverend? 

Well. After what you did, you'll have to pass on my dead body! Do you get the message? 
Am | right, guys? 

| think | fucking am 

(and sorry for the rude word) 


Sweet little boy! 

His though heavy metal paraphernalia are a good disguise for such a sensitive and romantic soull 

He really doesn't gamble anyone with his look, ‘cause he's a piece of cake. 

He surely knows | got my life to live and he cannot hide here forever, but, at the moment, as a spiritual ER, 
it's ok 


His parents pleased or not. 


As the poor kid suddenly woke up to plunge his head into the garbage can one more time, fearing the worst, | 
made sure his beautiful hair (and my Persian carpet) wouldn't get tracked in. 

"Granny, please, have you got a gum?" 

"Sure" 

| gave him. 

‘I'm so sorry, Pumpkin!" 

"Yeah, so do |. But | just couldn't help it." 

| went to the kitchen to make him a cup of tea, giving him the remote control so he could select his favorite 
TV shows. 

After a quick zapping, he found AMITYVILLE HORROR. 

"Wow!" 

He shouted, excited. 

"I just can't believe | really can watch it! The Reverend caught me last time I've tried to watch it and... well.. 
try to guess!" 

"No need to. But I'm not that fuck.. well.. | mean-" 

He laughed. 

"You said it, granny!" 

Up he went on one of his elbows. 


"Gimme five!" 

(Yeah!) 

"Oh, thank you so much, granny!" 

He gratefully put his arms around my neck. 

"You really can't imagine how much it means to me-" 

When my eye caught his glistening look, his eyelashes edge was damped in dear drops. And we shared an 


intense, beautiful moment talking a lot, for a long while, without saying a word. 


Later on that afternoon, when | brought him his tea, he was into the movie, hooked. Totally caught by the 
magic thrill of supernatural world. 

"| like horror movies so much because they are focused on FEARS." 

| sit down and he cuddled into me as he used to do when he was a child, all curled up in the quilt. 

"Mankind of all ages has been scared by something. Fear is the most powerful joint of all time. No religion. No 
race. No idiom. No politics. Fear is the glue that keep us together. Without it, I've always thought we'd fall into 
pieces." 

| nodded. 

Sometimes he really astonished me. 

"Fear is the first and the last feeling of any creature. It actually goes above everything. And this is why | 
definitely worship horror movies!" 

"| see." 

| was speechless. 

He was much too wise, for a teenager. 

He seemed to catch my thoughts and smiled back to me. Then took a sip of tea and went back to his movie in 
deathly silence. 

No need to say that the couple of tums | gave him don't took effect. Because of continuous vomit sessions, 
the poor kid was running the risk of dehydrate himself. And | can tell you, guys, | was very concerned about 
this point. 

All | could do, at the moment, was keeping his temperature under control, wondering whether taking him to 
hospital or not. 

What the Hell- 

100,4°F. 

What about it, guys? 

(This is not a hangover, if you please!) 

My grandson went on throwing up for most of the afternoon- about anytime he tried to gulp something down. 
So, finally, | decided to call to the first aid for some tips. 

The doctor to whom | spoke to confirmed me it actually was a stomach bug. He actually reassured me a bit. 
"Most of the citizen are sick in bed" he resumed. "Try to give him small frequent sips of sugared water or tea 
or hot milk whatever he likes and don't worry. He'll recover soon" He released a chuckle. "These kind of virus, 
usually, aren't lethal ones! Don't worry. Just take the kid to hospital if he gets worse." 

Thanks to God, however, later on that evening -for God's sake - Billy seemed to be a little better. He could sip 
a glass of hot chocolate milk without throwing up, at least. But- most of all- his temperature has fallen to 
98.6°F. 


So, luckily, no hospital for him. 
On the contrary, as soon as his cheeks resumed a bit of their natural color, he woke up and joined the 


restroom for a hot shower. 


And while the washing machine was doing the trick with his wasted sweatshirt- | was pretty sure the worst 
was behind him, so | caught the moment to put on the kettle for tea 


(Once again, my choice was my favorite one: Whittard of Chelsea. A very posh English tea. Good for mood and 
for nerves. Its a bit expensive, but it worth it for sure. The King of Cupcakes owner, on the other side of the 
road, is actually the only place left here in Lafayette where you can find this worthy brand of tea) 


He went back barefoot, in his pajamas, shook his beautiful hair to show me how fluffy the shampooing had left 
it, and curled on the couch at my lap again to watch some more TV. 

| couldn't help running my fingers into his silky head of hair. 

"Wow!" | cried, rolling my eyes. "You really got the look of a heartbreaker rock star to-be!" 

And his cheeks, so pale and ghastly when he went up to me, went suddenly flushed. 


"How's your belly doin’, boy?" | asked. "Are you still feeling sick?" 

"A little he said, stroking his stomach, "but lim better, now." 

"Good. So what? What are you waiting for?" | told him. "Don't you want to share with your old granny your 
father's last madness?" 

Poor Billy.. as usual, he's full of bad bruises. His face. Neck. Arms. Not to speak of his back 

(Great son of a bitch!) 

How much should this kid suffer again? 

"What did he do to you?" | asked, trying to help him to vent his anger out. 

Oh, guys! 

Try to guess. 

Just for a charge, that pig lashed him with his fucking belt- the great son of a bitch- sorry for the rude 
words. 

He did it again. 

But- why? 


He really treats his son like shit. 

His son. 

Well... 

To be totally fair to you, guys, I'll tell you this: he actually raised him AS A SON OF HIS. 
But- what the Helll- HE IS NOT. 

This is Gospel truth! 

(Not what that awful Reverend tells to his parishes every Sunday morning!) 


| know I'd better keep my mouth shut. l'd rather mind my own business than wash our dirty linen in public, but 
I've hold my pain inside for much too time. 


You just can't keep a secret forever- can you, guys? 


| really can't. 


Wait for the kid to discover it 

I'm sure the hell will broke loose. 

All| hope, by then, is to be far away from here. 
There will be a fucking blast. 

Visible to the naked eye even from the Moon. 


No need to tell you, guys, Bill doesn't know anything. 
Yeah. But | DO. 

Mummy was half Italian, and used to say: 

LIES HAVE SHORT LEGS 

(They couldn't long last) 


Anyway, to cut it short, when the truth will turn out, | hope to be one-thousand miles away. 


| swear to God | would have told the kid the truth as soon as possible, but | couldn't. He wasn't mine. He was 
Sharon's. 


He's my grandson, not my son 

| actually haven't any right to interfere in his education 
Just Look on the bright side, Kate, 

| told to myself 


You're out of troubles. All that boy needs from you is love and- later, when he had grown up - a place to 
hide from Reverend Beetle's madness. So, | kept my mouth shut so far. 

William is so fragile. 

I'm very concerned about him. 


l'm afraid he may discover it the wrong way, or- | don't know- take it too bad. 
Do you get the message? 


Such a thing could ruin his life forever. This is why we carefully managed to bite our tongues and keep our 
mouth shut when the kids were in sight. 


We actually did nothing but hidden the truth under a heap of lies. 


| shook my head to clear my thoughts. 
"Drink it hot!" 
| cried, giving him a smoking cup ready to give him a shoulder to lay on "End your !" | encouraged him, giving 


him a cup of tea. And please, guys, notice that it wasn't a common cup. That one was a beautiful Limoges 


porcelain, last heroic survivor of my mother's wedding tea set. 


It's an excellent medication. Trust mel It really heals stomach issues." 
| gave him one more tum to make sure they took long lasting effect. 


The boy washed it down with the hot tea and he curled up in his beige wollen handmade sweater. 
It did fits him. 


The big skin-colored braids on it made him resemble even paler and skinner than he really was. 


Poor little one! 


Poor my little rock star to bel 


| stroked his glossy orange-ginger hair. 

He smelled so good now - apricot shampoo, youth and lost things. 

Washed and clean, he looked a lot better. 

No soap can wash the sorrow away, but hot shower had calmed him down. 

As he used to do as a child, he put his head on my breasts. 

"You can tell me anything you want, sweetheart!" 

| whispered in his hear, taking him back to his childhood one more time. 

| cuddled him as | used to do when he was just a toddler. "Don't be afraid- everything's gonna be all right- l'm 


here for you-" 

The poor kitten cried himself out. 

"GRANNY, PLEASE..." 

When he finally looked into my eyes, he had found peace. 


"TAKE ME HOME" 


IVE MADE UP MY MIND 


Author's Notes: 
once again, | apologize for my mistakes. 


(All you need is just a little Patience!) 


Chapter 6 


IVE MADE UP MY MIND 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


"All started yesterday morning at Breakfast" | cried, enjoying a long sip of the granny’s inimitable true English 
tea with a spoon of eucalyptus honey in it, so fucking good for my throat. What else? 


"Granny, | just worship youl" | admitted, right after | finished her strong tasted, wonderful tea. "But you're 
spoiling me! I'm lost without youl" 

"At Breakfast?" she asked, pointing her finger at me. "What did you do? Puked on his shoes? Was this what 
you did?" 

"It was" | said, laughin’ to myself reloading the scene on my mind. 

"Holy shit! Are you kidding me?" 

‘lm not, granny." Hand on heart. "Swear to God. | actually did it. He cheated me, compelling me to clean my 
fucking’ cereal bowl and he didn't give a shit about the fact | told him several times | hadn't been able to keep 
anything down since the day before. He kidded me even when | insisted not to eat because | was stinking sure 
that the simple smell of breakfast would make me puke my guts off one more time. He asked for it, granny. He 
really did it. | was so crappy, | told you already. | swear it. It had been fucking bad. Never felt so fucked in my 
life. Not to be a pussy or things like that, you know, but | never ever felt that way. Never. Ever. Ever. | was 
so fucked | couldn't reach the bathroom and, most of the times, | lost my dinner on the fuckingg floor or all 
over my pyjamas. Had to change the sheets three times, believe me. | really looked like Linda Blair in THE 
EXORCIST- have you ever seen it, granny? | mean. When she pukes bright green peas soup on the priest's 
paraments. It was so cool! And he was fucking wrong, granny. As | told you yesterday, he said all | did was 
boozing and taking hard drugs because l'm possessed by the Devil himself. You know. All his rubbish." 

"So what?" 

"He put a spoon of fucking ricinus oil on my cereal bowl and forced me to gulp all that shit down in front of 
my bros as an example for them. He wanted to purge my guts just for my health and wellness- that's what 
he said. l'm speechless-" 

"So what!? Tell your granny: what did you do?" 

"Try To guess-" 


‘Oh, my God!" she said, trying to suffocate a laugh. "And-then?" 
"| didn't mean, granny. Believe me. l'm not so fucking bastard-"but, looking back, | just did the right thing!” 


Granny was wiping out his eyes. She just couldn't stop laughing. 

‘| trust you, Bill" She cried, gently upsetting my hair. "You're a very good boy! But | must confess you that l'm 
very curious to hear the rest. | just can't wait. So, please, go on. Tell me. What happened really?" 

"Not much" | answered, squashing my cigarette in the ashtray. (Ops! Fuck the flu!) 


Wrong choice. 
Smoking made me sick and, one more time, | had to run upstairs to the restroom. 


lm much better than yesterday, but can't do anything else but stayin’ home near the bog. 


"You should have seen him! | thought. If he had been apologetic to me for the way he treated me front to my 
bros, I'd just say | was in a bad mood because | hadn't been feeling well. | mean Holy Fuck, granny! | really made 


a m.. mpf!" 


| just couldn't end the sentence that | burst out laughing. Oh, Fuck. How could | describe what | did? She had to 
be there watching. 

Never seen the Old Man so pissed off in my life. 

Oh, guys! 


(Sometimes words are not enough!) 


"Well-" 
| finally spat out, in laughs. | was hiccupping. | couldn't breath. My face was turning purple, and | had to think to 
sad things to settle me up enough to take my tale to an end. 


"I actually lost my fucking breakfast- with his fucking purge in it- all over his fucking black Sunday shoes 


freshly polished for the fucking service- 
"Mpf.." 


Granny started to cough hard. 

Chocked by her own cigarette's smoke. 

Really laughed herself out. 

| watched her in concerning until she finally took a deep long breath and burst out laughing again so loud | 
thought she was going to have a heart attack 

But of course she wasn't, so when | finally joined her, our laughs stroke the house walls as strong as an 
incoming earthquake. 

Here she was, granny Kate. 

Fifty-three. 

Three grandsons- me enclosed. 

Her backcombed, orange-red bleached head in her arms. Grinning and sobbing and crying like a drunk 


cheerleader. 

Holy crap. She's so cooll 

Trust me, guys. 

She really is. 

In my mind, | saw that crappy Reverend coming in 

It was like living in a movie. 

So far so good. 

In my daydream nightmare, he entered the door in slow motion and went in with his ridiculous paraphernalia. 


Started screaming something in weird tongues and set the house on fire with us all inside 


(NO SAFETY NO SURPRISE- THE END!) 


| close my eyes. 

He quickly disappeared. 

We were still alive. 

And- much to my amusement, granny was still giggling like a little girl. 

"Swear it! She finally said, wiping her eyes with a tissue. Her thick black mascara drop all over her face 
reminding me of Alice Cooper. 

| swear!" | replied laughing hard, my right hand solemnly placed on my chest. 

"OMFG-" 

And on she went for a long, long time. 

Anyway, my nightmare had been forebode of bad luck, in fact our jokes didn't scot-free. The Devil put his 
hand in our business and found a subtle way to revenge. 

| mean. Nothing serious, but enough to spoil the glad sunny atmosphere of the house. 

| was doing well, but something at this point went wrong. 


It occurred a little stupid accident. 
It was granny. She was the one who did the disaster. 


While she was sitting there laughing and crying at the same time, holding her buxom belly, her left elbow hit 
my empty cup of tea. 

Do you remember, guys? 

It was a relic. 

The last one. 

The only one left of granny's famous wedding tea service. Her own mother's best gift was gone. 

Nothing doing. 

| quickly tried an emergency rescue, but | couldn't stop it. 

The last cup fell on the floor and scattered all over the kitchen. The blue and white porcelain with the golden 
border that was her mama's last gift was lost forever. 

To fix it with some glue was impossible. Too many pieces went missing. 

Granny would have to resign to its lost. 

| wasn't the one who made the mess, but | was very sorry for her. | knew what that cup meant for her. It 


was her Linus quilt. No need to say | was dismayed. 


| didn't know what to say. All| could do was watching between my feet and help her to pick up the pieces. 
All the gloomy thoughts I've managed to banish went back to me. 

Here we were. 

My daydream nightmare was back. 

Black Crow went in and slammed the door shut. 

His jaw wide opened full of Sears and Roebuck awkward teeth prepared itself to swallow me. 

| was frozen to death. 

He released a chilling evil laugh and, as he pointed a giant finger at me, | noticed his black glistening raven's 
claws. 

"SINNER!" 

He cried, his eyes as ghastly sparkling as the Hell's eternal flames. 

| had no voice at all. 

All my dry tongue was able to find was a whisper. 

"IM FUCKING INNOCENT!" 

"YOU'RE ALWAYS GUILTY! ‘CAUSE YOU ARE CURSED! YOURE A DIRTY BASTARD!" 


"Are you all right, Pumpkin?" 

(Voices far away.) 

‘lm talking to you, Bill. Are you ok?" 

(OMFG. My head is spinning round like a fucking record-) 


The Black Crow vanished. 

(Holy crap! I'm sicker than | thought. I'm daydreaming. | mean | was dazzled. Totally cut out of reality) 
| took a deep breath and counted to ten. 

In a terrible instant, | thought | was fucked up. | thought | would never be able to get rid of that man 
| was on the edge of something terrible. 

One way left. 

(NO SAFETY NO SURPRISE- THE END!) 

Then something inside me crashed and burned. 


Someone went out from nowhere pulled me back just in time. 


My eyes focused on granny's beloved face. 
Got a sore throat. 


| had to fight a strong wave of nausea. 


"Billy! Whats up? Are you feeling sick again?" 

| was. 

"Can | help you some way?" 

| ran upstairs to the restroom. 

| just needed to throw up. 

Yeah! 

One more time, | was fighting with something-or someone- stronger than me, and the fight was destroying my 


weakened body. And, unfortunately, puking was not enough to wash the sorrow away. It was impossible for me 


to gag up all that fucking lies that awful man had hammered in my head since | was a toddler. 
| just could try to get a little better 
(said a little better than before) 


| bended in pain, watching the toilet drain pipe flush away my soul. 

There was no point in deny it. 

| was cursed. He wasn't going to leave me alone. 

The Raven's claws were always on my shoulder. 

| sat at the side of the WC bowl, waiting for- 

(the thunder and the rain to pass me by) 

| put my head on my knees and hugged my legs until my breath calmed a bit down. 


"Sweetheart!" 

Granny's voice went up to me through the locked door. 

She knocked discretely a couple of times. 

"Are you all right?" 

(Dear beloved granny, who's always concerned for mel) 

"I really am, granny. | mean. I'm better, now. Give me just a minute and I'll be all yours!" 

"Do as you please" she gladly cried. "Anything you may need, I'm here. What about some hot chocolate milk?" 
It'd be great!" 

Reassured and relieved, she went back to the kitchen. 

As soon as | felt better, | rinsed my mouth and combed my hair. 

The worse has passed away, but | still couldn't forget my father's face in my nightmare. 

| went downstairs. 

Knew granny was waiting for me. 

(Dear granny.. how much | love you! Don't even think to send me back home, granny! Have me here with you-) 
By the way. Don't forget she's a legend, pals! 

I'm so lucky to have such a granny! 

(You know, guys. She's a prize. Something like that. A treasure. Sometimes | think it's a sort of refund life had 
given me for that motherfucker father | got) 


So, tell me. 

Do you want to know how she took her favorite cup's loss? 

She didn't yell at me. Never ever. 

She didn't yell or cry or things like that. 

She neither blame me nor cursed or anything. 

All she did was picking up the pieces in slow motion and throw it in the garbage can with a bitter smile. 


"Nothing lasts forever" 
said granny, stroking my hair with a smile. 


"IFs time has come. Nothing doing. There's no point in getting mad, Billy. This is the way life goes. You have no 


fault. | have no fault. So the story goes. Life must go on. We all will face the loss of something important, 


Pumpkin. Sooner or later, we have to-" 
(Oh, granny! How wise you arel) 


Where does women like you come from? 
Please, tell me. 


| want a similar one to get married to. 


(Don't kid me, but sometimes | think she'd come out from a fairy tale or- | don't know, maybe she's only an 


angel fallen from Heaven just for me) 
-because of my light weight- she would reply. 


She wanted me to repeat the Sunday Breakfast story not once, but twice. 

"OMFG!" She cried. "H's better than my funny jokes!" 

"I swear it on both my bros!" | volunteered, with my right hand on my chest mocking my old scout's wording 
of the oath. "| swear it on the whole FUCKING world. | told him not one, but almost a million of times that | 
was feeling crap and | couldn't gulp down my FUCKING own saliva itself, but, of course, as usual, he didn't give 
a shit." 

"He's totally nut" said granny, bursting into another hard laugh session. "He's ill. Needs help. | really can't 


picture how your mother can stand him. If | was her, he'd have been in a mental hospital. Right now." 


"I knew he was hopeless" | said, patting my forehead hot with fever "but this time he really really really really 
had surpassed himself." 

Granny took off her reading glasses to clean her eyes from all the melting make up. 

"Holy crap!" she said "nice shot, boy! Gimme SIX!" 

| laughed. Sometimes she's too much for me. She 's my fucking medicine, guys. Believe me. She knows how to 
cheer me up in any time. | mean- so fucked up as | was because of the flu, one more time she really did the 
trick. 

"You mean FIVE, granny!" | corrected her. "SIX is too much-" 

She's so fucking cooll 

You never know, guys, but trust me. You'd be hooked. 

She's my hard drug. | just couldn't live without her. 

"So THS is why" she said, gently stroking my hair "that motherfucker father of yours blew you with his belt, 
didn't he?" 


| nodded. 
"That's correct.” 


| got rid of my pajama to show her my grazed and bruised belly. 


"Watch this." 


"Oh, Billy!" 

she gasped, bursting into tears. 

"Oh My God, boy!" 

She cried 

“how the Hell did he dare doing this to his own-" 

She rolled her eyes and blew her nose. | was sure she nearly lost control. I've never seen her this way before. 
She was really upset. 

For a few seconds, when my eyes met her face, | thought she was a liar. | thought she was hiding something 
to me and pretending all was right, but it wasn't. 

| watched her in disbelief waiting for her to stop crying and recover herself before launching the H bomb. 


| took a deep breath and shot. 


‘I've something to tell you, granny" 

| said, my eyeballs straight in hers "I've made up my mind" another deep breath. 

My heartbeat increased quickly giving me a queasy faint feeling. | had to face some awful sort of panic attack. 
All| can Tell you, guys, is that | was so damned fucked up that, for a crappy long while, | thought | was going 
to collapse on the floor like granny's poor porcelain cup. 


| went to the sink for a glass of water to calm me and had to gulp it down all in one go before my heart back 


to normality. 


Suddenly granny left the table for the window above the sink. 

"Here he is." She said in a soft spoken voice. 

"Who, granny?" 

"Come quick, Bill!" 

There was Jack. The pastry's boy. Loading and unloading the pastry's van all sweated in spite of the chilling end 
of January wind. 

He's just a boy my same age, but he really overworks underpaid. 

Try to guess, guys. 

Two filthy stinking dollars per hour. Watching Jack, so hopeless and resigned about having no future, gave my 
thoughts a turn of the screw. 

(What a rotten world!) 

| spat in disgust in the sink. 

(What a life of CRAP!) 


Johnny Rotten was fucking right. 
NO FUTURE! 
NO FUTURE FOR YOU! 


It started raining. 
| can't stand this life one more day!" 
| shouted at the top of my lungs. 


Granny gasped on her chair. 


It took another full glass of cold water to calm me. 

Then | went to my grandma's side and asked her eyes for an answer. 

(It went) 

So | kept her hand and squeezed it in mines. 

"Do you see him?" 

| cried, pointing at Jack, still hard working with his heavy pallets in and out the pastry storehouse, his hair 
under the Red Socks cap all drenched in sweat and rain. 

"He's only sixteenout he's fucked off. He won't find a better job. And, granny, believe me. | really really really 
don't want to spend my life this way." 

"You won't, sweetheart. You're not Jack, Bill. He's not an ounce of your talent, boy! Trust me! You'll see all your 
dreams come true. | know it. | believe in you, Pumpkin. Since day one." 

In spite of all the water I've just drunk, my mouth went dry. 

"I want to go to Los Angeles, granny!" 


"Sure! You have to! All you need is just a little patience, boy! A Greyhound is waiting for you. And | promise, as 
a present for you, I'll pay your ticket!" 

While | hold her, | was blinded by tears. 

"Do you really?" 

She nodded proudly. Hand fiercely on her heart. 

Suddenly | knew what to do. 

Although | hadn't full recovered, yet, the WHITE BRIGHT LIGHT come to me. 

My stomach was squirming like a toad- to cite Jim Morrison's Raiders on the Storm lyrics- but | finally SAW . 
After a long while in silence | finally shot the H bomb. 


"| QUIT” 

| burst out in a treble awkward voice | failed to recognize as mine. 

"What?" 

| coughed. 

‘I've made up my mind, granny." 

"About what?" 

| cleared my throat. 

"we decided to leave school." 

She rolled her eyes. 

"Holy shit! Aren't you going to graduate, then?" 

"lm fucking not. Fuck off school. Graduation. The Cockroach. His religion. His belt and all the fucking rest. | don't 
need it. And he can suck-" 

"OMFG!" 

"I just want to go away. | don't know. You said it, granny. Maybe a Greyhound could be my way. l'm going to Los 
Angeles, granny. Trust me. My life's gonna change forever. | must win or die. The time to hesitate is 

over Gonna be a rock star. The BEST one." 


A CLOCKWORK ORANGE 
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Chapter 1 


A CLOCKWORK ORANGE 
Sharon G. Bailey 


OMG! 

| swear | give up. | just don't know what to do- I've tried. I've tried all the ways. lim the only one left who 
actually cares of settle things between my Bill and my husband, Stephen, who's a preacher. Well. What shall | 
say? I'm astonished. They were doing not so bad since last morning, but now they both have jeopardized it all, 
and- 

Oh, guys! 

Help me! 

Somebody help me- 

(Before it's too late.) 


My mother called me yesterday to let me know Billy had decided to move to her house. 


He also told me he was sick with flu, not drunk as his- well. As Stephen asserts. 


Sometimes | really feel like the young kid of that movie by Stanley Kubric. 
(I'm sure you know it) 


A CLOCKWORK ORANGE. 


| need help to crawl the days. 
MILK PLUS is my only friend TV my late-night back door man. 
| really need a way out. 


They're driving me crazy. | got panic attack since | was a child, but after | got married to Stephen, they got 


worse and worse, so | must be on medication all the time. 

PROZAC is the answer. 

The trouble is that it makes me groggy all the time. And chain-smoking while watching a soap opera is the only 
way to kill the pain without falling asleep. 

(All the rest is an ineffectual measure.) 


So, please, don't put your finger at me. 

Well. Maybe Im a rotten mother. But | love my children. The three of them the same way. Being a mother is 
really great stuff, it makes you blossom as a woman and all the rest, but its also a pain in the neck No 
matter if you are sick. Tired. Sad. Upset. Got your fucking period or- | don't know. Whatever you want. You 
can't stagger. You just can't rest in bed. 

(No way, guys!) 

have to show up and be strong. 

You are the family engine. Must plan everything. Keep the situation always under control. Check everything. 
Everywhere. For everybody. And it's no easy. Trust me. 

It's all so fast and nonstop. 

What the fuck. I'm sick. 

My head is spinning. 

(As | told you. Life won't wait- but sometimes you HAVE to slow) 


All | do is try to kill the pain 
(And | really don't know how it's gonna be) 


The boy had started to keep bad company, or this was what his -| meant Steph- believes. 

He did a mess rising MY firstborn Really did. 

He used the Bible as law, treating the young kid with the Eternal flames of Hell anytime he wasn't doing well 
enough to please him. 

This way, he forced him too much in one direction, and the kid was too smart to buy all that religious rubbish. 
He doesn't understand that HE was the one who made a rebel of him! He was the one who made him go wild! 
No need to say it gets worse here everyday and, as usual, I'm right in the middle of the WWII. 

This is the reason why l'm so sick of it- 

Yaaaaaaaawwwnnl! 


(Sorry) 


| just can't keep my eyes open 

(Too much PLUS into MILK) 

So Sunday morning, when the Hell broke loose, | actually hadn't been able to understand who was right and who 
was not. I'm done with those two. 

Amy and Stu have really nothing to learn by the situation we're going through in the last two years, they run 
the risk to grow up like spoiled brats or go wild 

We're going on this way since Bill turned fifteen. 

Stephen pushes him in a corner and there we go. 


The fight is on a plucking platter. 

And what about me? 

I'm their pincushion. 

Nothing more than this, for them. I'm invisible. l'm a ghost. I'm a domestic appliance, sort of. A washing 
machine or a vacuum cleaner. A take-away bakery or an oven on demand. 

They both can't see I'm in pain 

Sometime l'm not even able to breathe. 

Two years ago l'd been diagnosed as bipolar and put on lithium therapy, but I'm not better. It didn't work, so 
far. It only tore me apart, increasing my desperate loneliness. 

I'm very sensitive, and things makes me upset. I'm sure that Bill has inherited this from me, because he's very 
perceptive too, but he's growing up, and- as all normal adolescents do- he tries not to show his sweet points. 
This is one more reason why l'm so fucking alone. 

Amy is too young to understand, and Stu is only a child He's a good boy. A very funny guy. A natural born 
clown. | won't say a word. But, unluckily, he's as thick skinned as his father. 

So | spend most of my time in pain 

Thinking to our future fills me with anguish and gives me palpitations and panic attacks. So, I'm always on 
medication. 

Prozac. Xanax. Valium. Mandrax. The harder the better. Anything can make me groggy and send the pain away 
Is welcome. 

So once | ODd and they had to hospitalize me. 

Can you hear me, guys? 

If anybody can help me, please, do it! 

I'm sick and tired of my life and I'll tell you this: sometime | thought to take my own life. 

| see no way out for anyone of us. 

And, if you really care, guys, as a mother, I'm in the shit up to my ears. 

Its my life the one l'm spoiling not to make the world stop spinning. My own life. m thirty three, for God's 
sake. Still young and- well-pretty. 

l'm gaining weight because of the medications and because l'm in need of love and | seek it in chocolate cakes 
what my husband denies me as a wife. 

| cuckold him with chocolates. 

(Till | throw up to purge my sins.) 

Back to square one. 

Stephen go on saying l'm the only one to blame. 

He's a fanatic. 

He calls me bad names and tries to make a fool of me in front of our children, and this is unfair. 

Now tell me, guys. 

What do you call one who believes we're CURSED forever because of my YOUTH SIN? 

| may be a Preacher's wife, but I'm not a moron 

| don't believe in such rubbish. 

Speaking in confidence, | know he's doing bad to the kids-Billy most of all. But | think that, anyway, a rotten 
father is better than no one. So | keep my mouth shut for the fear that | could only make things worse for 
me and my children 


l'm a mental patient, but I'm not the only one. Steph sometime overdoes with Bill. He's obsessed by discipline 


and respect according to the Bible way of see. 

| told you already. He's sick. Not nasty. 

l'm stinky sure all he does, in his mind, is only for our own good, As every father does, he only wants the 
best, for and from his children. 

He's a Don Chisciotte, sort of, raising against the windmills to raise his brood as better as he can. 

He just want to educate them as Christians in a world where God is left apart. So, as a father, it's not for me 
to judge. He does anything he can. As a husband, instead, l'd better keep my mouth shut, for God's sake, 
because he simply makes me sick, but I'll tell you this: sometime I'll chock him with my own hands, | swear it. 
Especially when he takes what he calls 

"NIGHTS OUT FOR GOD'S SAKE" 

Aka SALVATION NIGHTS. 

| mean- salvation for who? For the poor little lost sheep that-believe it or not- are all pretty young women, 
Poor misunderstood man! He's a saint! What a sacrifice, isn't it? 

But maybe, actually, I'm the only one to blame. 

When | got married to him | asked for it, and now | have to pay. | had no choice. Had to accept him and give up 
to my dreams. | was young and stupid, but | had my reasons for my choice- and | still have, but I'm not going 
to tell you why. 

If the boy would suspect it, there will be hell to pay, to use my husband's words. 

Anyway, no need to say it's better for everybody when my husband is away. 

All of us could stop walking on eggshells, at least! 

About Bill- he's growing up fast. He's a very bright and smart kid to whom life has been hard since the day 
he was born. He had come the wrong moment, and he had suffered a lot in his past, but | hope he'll be able to 
make it over in the next future. | just couldn't tell you why, but he had a very bad time when he was very 
little, so he had grown up full of fears and anguish. He's afraid of the darkness, to say one. He's weird. Brings 
razor blades with him as earrings or necklaces and- 

Oh, guys! 

Such a sorrow, for a mother, to say this! 

Once I've caught him in the restroom while writing biblical sentences on his chest with his own blood. 

We tried to bring him by a psychiatrist, but he refused to answer the doctor's questions. Although, he isn't 
able to sleep without a night light, so far. 

There's THE EVIL waiting for him in the darkness, he says. 

Anyway, | don't want you to think to my son as a mental patient. He'd suffered a lot. All| can tell you about 
his past is that he's such a rebel teenager because of the shocks and concussions he suffered when he was 
just a toddler. 

No need to say panic attacks tore me apart. 

My love towards him was helpless. 

It was a vicious cycle. 

Now and then | cannot put my nose out of home without my head starts spinning making me feel like l'm 
having a heart attack. All this pain has come to me with my firstborn birth. 

| must go on day by day. 

| must do it for my children. No matter if | fall asleep on my dish or | crawl in home like a zombie for the 
rest of the day, crying as an idiot for Dallas. | know it's rubbish, but it helps. 

| understand you- what do you think about me. l'm a lazybones and things like that, but I'm only a mother who 


tries to do all her best. | was lb when Bill was born | had all the dreams girls that age have. | studied dancing 
and wanted to became a professional dancer. Well. | nearly made it. 

Actually, when | was I5, | won a scholarship as a first dancer for the Metropolitan of NY. 

Do you get the message? 

A little naive girl from Lafayette, Town of the Living Dead -as Bill had rechristened it- to Metropolitan. 
| said WOW. 

But, unluckily, it wasn't going to come true. 

It was because of former boyfriend. 

One night, about three months after we'd first met at school, our teenager lives come to an end. 
C'mon, guys. 

Yaaaaawwwnnn! 

You know. 

We both were young and stupid, so we did a mistake. 

When the time to leave to NY come closer, | started to feel unwell. So one day, scared to death, | bought a 
pregnancy test. The result had wiped out my dreams and hopes for a bright future in a few seconds. 
Good bye, dancing. 

(My ballroom days were over) 

Good bye, NY. I'll never see your lights. 

Good bye, Metropolitan. I'll never have my blaze of glory. 

Good bye future. 

PREGNANT women don't dance. 

About six months after the pregnancy test, | had my Billy. 

And | realized that | had no way out. 

So the story went. 

My life changed forever. 

Do you understand what | mean? I'm sure you know. 

So, please, be merciful with me. 

| love my son with all my heart. 

Love all my children as a mom does. 

But | can't stop thinking to my past and my broken dreams. 

How would my NY life have been? 

My situation has no way out. It reminds me a Bob Dylan song. 

(The answer, my friends, is blowing in the wind) 


All right, guys. 

It's getting much too late, now. 
I'm sorry, but | really have to go. 
The house is a pigsty. 


| really must start a very hard cleaning session 


Besides, my Kids will be back from school in a trice, and | must run to the Seven Eleven for something to eat. 
OMFG! 


A glance to the kitchen watch frozen me alive. 


Its [215 - and | still have shopping to doll 

Yaaaaaaaaawwwwnnn! 

(Ops. Sorry, guys.) 

Cm on, Sharon. Do your thing. 

Go quick, before they come back and find you still in your fucking nightgown! 

At six o' clock there's DALLAS. 

(I just can't wait!) 

Good bless JR. Ewing! | got a crush on him. You know. Puppy love. | know I'm a silly thing, but, as a matter of 
fact, my desires towards him are the spicy of my life. 

l'm a desperate housewife who only begs for some time on her own. 

Love DALLAS. | only soak the Ewings loves and intrigues as the blotting paper does with the wine spots in the 
advertising at the TV. It's all what | want. It's all what | need to feed my soul enough to go on. This is my own 
recipe to staying alive. Simply survive day by day as a lifer do. And, you know, guys. Thanks to medications,|'m 
a fucking CLOCKWORK ORANGE. 


AND THE HELL BROKE LOOSE 
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Chapter 10 


AND THE HELL BROKE LOSE 
Granny Kate 


OMG! May God help me! The Hell broke loose. 


He knows! He knows! He knows! 

God curse me all the ways! 

Now my poor little Billy knows. He fucking knows all the truth. He'd discovered anything, and he did it in the 
worst way. 

| was out for shopping. 

He was home, alone. 

Because of the flu, he was bored. 

He was looking for a way to kill the time. Until he pulled open the wrong bedside table drawer into my bedroom 
and- 

-and- 

He found IT, guys. 

That notorious insurance. 

A fifteen years long pack of lies suddenly crashed like a house of cards. 

Oh, guys! 

Try to picture: a lifetime lie, for God's sakel 


WILLIAM BRUCE ROSE JR. 


Born in Lafayette, Indiana, USA 
Feb.bth, 1962 


Do you get the message, guys? 


That damned piece of paper said ROSE not BAILEY. 
ROSE. 


How would you feel? 

Tell me. 

How would you take it? 

As he did. Which means very bad. 

Out of nowhere, turns out you're NOT the person you WERE SUPPOSED to be. 


It shake your foundations. 

He had a very strong reaction, but it didn't OVERREACTED. 

Nope. 

He screamed and yelled. Coughed. Choked. Went sick in the kitchen sink. He thrown curses. Invocations. Prayers. 
He raised against us all, including me, for | knew anything since the beginning. 

And now I'm hurt and got a broken heart for what he yelled on my face, but, deep inside, | feel guilty. 

He's fucking right. Definitely. I'm guilty. We all are guilty. Me most of all. Because I'm the one who betrayed him. 
"YOU GAVE ME THE JUDAS KISS!" 

He cried, bursting into tears, falling down on his knees. 

Yes. | did. 

| didn't mean. But | DID. 

HE'S FUCKING RIGHT. 

And we're fucking wrong. Nothing doing. 

Oh, Billy forgive me if you can- have mercy for your poor little old granny who has drunk her own brain the 


day you was fucking born, boy! 


| LOVE YOU S0 MUCH, Pumpkin! 


Will you ever forgive me? 


Maybe that awful Reverend is right. 
We're spoiled. Cursed. Cursed forever. 


And nothing | can do. 


In my mind eyes, | saw it all a million of times. 
So the story went. 
The worst scenario I've pictured in all these years was nothing compared to the hell we went through as soon 


as he learned the truth. 


| just can't stop rewinding the scene. 


"Granny" 

Billy told me, cleaning his mouth on a napkin after sipping his favourite brand of hot chocolate milk 

"Would you mind if | drop in on my parent's? | mean. I'd like to take some of my stuff away and, as soon as | 
can, to take my piano with me. It's mine, not theirs. Really, granny. It's something that really means so much to 
me. So, if you please, I'd like it here with me." 


| happily agreed. 
Liked the idea to have a gifted pianist performing just for me. 
When | told him, he went on the seventh heaven in a blast of joy. 


"YEP!" 
He shouted, giving me a rough kiss on one of my cheeks. 
(He was so thrilled- and so | was) 


We hugged and he left me with the promise to come back for lunch. He was whistling a new sorg. 
Patience. 


The movie in my mind run backward. 

Breakfast time. 

Rewind. 

He asked me to make sure his fa- well. The Reverend Cockroach wasn't home. 

| nodded. And in the meantime the brewer's yeast was raising the pizza pasta under a warm clean cloth, | 


caught the chance to phone Sharon to ask her, because the kid was coming to pack his own belongings. 
No need to tell you, guys, they'd better don't meet. 


She assured me he wasn't in. 

So | told Billy he could go but | warned him to be back for lunch. 
"What are we having today?" 

He asked, putting me a hand around my hips 


He helped me wearing my pinafore and | spilled a heap of flour on the kitchen table and putting the melted 
starch on top of it come back for lunch. You'll find my homemade blue cheese Ẹ salami pizza waiting for you 


in the oven!" 


"Sounds terrific!" 
He answered excited, giving me one more kiss. 


"lll be here for pizzal" He promised. Hand on heart. 


He hit the road. 

Fast forward. 

Here | am. 

Alone. 

Bended on the telephone, desperately waiting for a call. Begging for HIS call 
But | know it's not going to happen. 


(And crying myself out won't help me) 


So far so bad. 
Now tell me, you guys. 


What the hell shall | say? 

No need to say lunch time has passed by a lot of time ago. 
Now it's almost dinner time, to be correct, and he'd never shown up, so far. 
OMG! 

I'm so in concerns for my grandson! 

Please, don't judge me! 

I'm in sorrow. I'll always be. 

Oh, Pumpkin! 

(Will you forgive me?) 

Rewind. 

"l'Il be back for your kickass pizza!" 

He shouted happily. 

"| won't miss it! Not on my life!" 

No need to say | took his words as gospel. 

And l- 

(may God thunder strike me right now to death-) 

i 

(Sorry) 


Just can't stop weeping. 


-l'd never seen him again! 


TOMATO, BASIL! AND MOZZARELLA CHEESE 
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Chapter 8 


TOMATO, BASILI AND MOZZARELLA CHEESE 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


My job can suckl 

What an unavailing life, guys! 

In my fucking mind, | had pictured my coming to LA. In a very different circumstances, guys. Believe mel I'm a 
bit disappointed. My lifetime wished trip to LA. Should have been done in a different way. So what. | was 
fucking sure it wasn't going to be so easy. You Know. You gotta have the names. You gotta have the money. 
And | had neither one nor another thing. Some good luck was my only goal, but it didn't happen, so far. Its true 
I'm just at the beginning of my way, but I'm losing my hopes to make it. | mean. I'm here all soaked in water 
under the rain from ours. What would you think if you fucking were me? | surely knew before doing it that it 
never'd be so easy for me doin’ this fucking work! 

You know- you ought to know the right names and | fucking don't. Some luck to start with the right feet and 
all that shit, otherwise you'd be in a fucking trouble- the way | did. 

MrCaputo- the owner of the Pizzeria where | work- is a fucking arsehole. Did you get the message? I'll fuck 
him in the ass! 

| wanna watch you bleed, man! | fucking hate his guts. 

Mr. Salvatore Caputo. From Naples, Italy. Do you know how he's named by his subdued? Scarface. Because he 
reminds to us of Al Pacino, if he was a hairy stinky dwarf as Mr. MrCaputo is. Five feet tall. A gloomy 
character as you can see in the Italian movies. He's the Godfather. A dirty old fat man with a dog-eat-dog sly 
smile that fuck you. 

Nice shot, Jeffl 

You did the trick, manl 

Many fucking compliments for your brand new job, you fucker! 

If | don't quit as soon as possible, l'd die young and crazy. That old arsehole and his fucking ass lickers are 
cheating me all the time! | can't go out to smoke a fucking cigarette without her some fucking body crying at 
me: 


«You arsehole! Either you'll back to work now, or you'll be fired right now!» 


| swear you on my fucking bollocks I'll turn this fucking place in a fucking gas chamber as soon as | find a work 
that worth this name. 0° Vesuvio, it's called. What a fucking stupid namel 
The Pizzeria. Someday I'll fucking make it blast, believe me, guys! I've never lied. | want to make a heap of 


smokey junks of it, guys! 


So, according to his name all fucking tomato and mozzarella cheese and mozzarella cheese? 

He behave like a godfather all the fucking goddamned time. Did you get the message, guys? 

He's a dirty old man. A fucking stinky rat. A dictator. He fucking treats all his staff as slaves, and all the 
others are sheep. They just accept anything he does them because they're scared by the idea to lose their 
job, but I'm not. | really don't care, but | have to be good and just go straight. You know, guys, | do it for Bill. 
Who else? 

What the fuck! | hate discipline so much | could die. This is not a pizza place, isn't it? This is the fucking Hell on 
Earth. 

l'm not kidding. 

How do ya think | fucking could? 


I'll tell ya this: that man is Totally out banana. 


He yells and scream, then he blames us and curses us all the fucking time. How could we love our job? 


Anyway, believe it or not, the place has his own returning customers. God knows how could they eat here 
twice. 

| did it once and spent the fucking night after throwing my guts up. But our customers don't give a shit ‘bout 
healthy food. They are picciotti. You know? Mafia, made in Italy. So O' Vesuvio had a fucking blast, even though 
MrCaputo doesn't deserve nothing but to have his ass put in jail for the rest of his days. 

| hope someday the real Vesuvio will wake up to bury alive this obscene Pizzeria with the owner inside under a 
blast of lava and lapilli with a giant mushroom of ashes from Naples, Italy, to LA, California. And | swear you 
that, if the Vesuvio itself- the true one- doesn't bury this place alive, I'll fucking do it by myself. Most of all, 
I'd be very pleased to see 0' Vesuvio take off as straight as a fucking Shuttle to that fucking moon o'mine_ 
with Scarface inside, obviously. 


What do ya guys think about this? 
So bye-bye, Mr. Mr.Caputol 


I'm sure nobody's going to cry too much for your departure, man. Anyway, your crew's fucking NOT. 


I'm the novice. The absolute beginner. The target of the jokes of everybody. 
The owner makes me spit two pints of blood per day and the fee is a shit. Two stinky dollars/hour as a 


dishwasher and BOG cleaner- not necessarily in this order. 


Bog and dishes. 

Well. So far so good. 

The food chain the other way, from Z to A. 
Oh my fucking God, I'm so sick of it all here! 
But I'd better keep my mouth shut. 


I'm totally speechless and hopeless. 
So, no need to go further. Let's change subject, l'm pretty sure it's better this way for both of us, guys. 


Just to let ya know, I'm here working in this stinky ass hole just for a while, not forever. I'm only passing 
through this to get into something better. I'm just here to earn some money, enough to rent a nice hole to 
start my new life in LA. with Bill Bailey and our dreams of glory. 

But I'll fucking tell you this, guy: | won't long last here. 


Bill. He's my only goal. 

He and the greatest band of all time we'll fucking start as soon as we meet again. 

Poor Bill. 

What a life of crap he's living in Lafayette Town of the Livin,Dead, Indiana, Arsehole State, USA. 

After he quit school, | expect his life has turned worse than ever. Because of that religious fanatic psycho 
father othis, I'm sincerely concerned about Bill and how's really doing now. | don't think very much of what I'm, 
in these days. You know, | really wonder whether he's still alive. If he is, as | hope with all my heart, he's 
surely in serious troubles. 

lm doin’ a crappy life, here, at the moment, considered my job, but I'd never want to change my life with his. 


Not in this life, guys. Did you get the message? 


l'm outside in the backyards smoking, in my lunch break, behind the restaurant's customers entrance. | have a 
full screen view on the kitchen, and | can Tell you, guys, that it's enough to cancel any appetite from my 
stomach. This is why | decided to skip lunch not to throw up on the pizza's pasta while I'm fucking doing it. 


Here | am. 

Close to the kitchen Layin' on a thrash basket vomiting garbage bags. 

Oh, God! It stinks! 

Before my feet, nothing more than garbage and rubbish for all the fucking tastes. 

The slashed bags smells so much I'm trying not to lose my lunch on my fucking AllStars. I'm sure even a goat 
could throw up coming as close as | am. Not to speak about the fucking rats. They're the more usual returning 
customers we got here at the Prized Pizzeria. Although, they're the only ones that really show much interest 


in our delicatessen. 


| hate it all, here, but her. Her name is Gina, and she's a good girl, not a badass as | thought when | first met 
her a couple of weeks ago. She's nice and as desperate as | am, so she works here as a maiden to pay her 
graduation in medicine. She comes from a family full of children- eldest sister of eight- so she has to provide 
for herself on her own. 

About the other members of the crew, I'll tell you this: | don't think much of them, and so do they. I'm kidded 
all the time because of my obsession for rock music. They laugh at me because once | told them that | play 
guitar and that | come from a small Arsehole City aka Lafayette, Town of The Living Dead, Indiana. Rocco- the 
master's eldest son- has caught me playing drunk on a footstep God Knows where one of my very first nights 
here in LA. When | was alone without a place to go, only trying to earn the money to go to sleep in a YMCA. 

| had been his charity case that night, and he paid me something to eat just to buy the right to mock me to 
death in front of the friends he was out with, and he reported anything to the rest of his workmates. So l'm 


the fucking target of all their fucking jokes. Sad but true, my everyday life here is crap, but I'll tell ya his, 
guys: l'm done with them all, and | swear that one of these days they'll have all their teeth thrown down their 
fucking throats! | want to be left alone. Nothing more than this. No tell me, guys: am | asking too much? 

But, what the fuck! | have to swallow the bitter and go on day by day. | really need this rotten job. 

So therefore, while in the kitchen the crew is cursing in all their goddamn ways- it's Italian, | bet, but it's all 
Greek to me- my thoughts and hopes runs to my pale Bill. | remind the day I'd first met him, in a sunny 
October day of five years ago. 

Oh, my fucking God! Never ever ever. 

What the fuck, guys! What's the matter with you, now? I'm not a fucking faggot! Did you guys get the 
message? Now, just to let you know- | never cry. I'm not a daddy's girl neither a nice boy, ‘cause nice boys 
on't play rock ‘n roll, but | do! | play guitar. I'm a though guy. And though guys don't cry, do they? Mine aren't 
tears. It's just that my Luckie smoke had gone into my eyes. So, don't chastise me. Don't pt your finger at me. 
l'm a small town white boy playin’ rock r'roll crazy for Keith Richard and his sleazy way to play. 

Nice boys don't play rock r roll 


Anyway, we were talking about Bil. 

| was going to tell ya how did our roads had crossed changing our lives forever. Very well. | don't care if you 
don't give a shit, because | need somebody to lean on, and you are on my way. Oh, Billl | miss you so much! 
October I975. It was the first school day at the Fairfax High. Eight class. Thirteen years old. The lesson was 
going to begin, and we all sitting waiting for the teacher to take definitively the summer away from our 
thoughts by starting the lesson. | remember the subject. Math. | hated it so much- | was feeling crappy about 
being back at school, but all | could do was wait trying to keep a low profile. | was wondering about my dreams 


to became a rockstar when, suddenly | heard a loud 
SBAMIII 


| saw a sort of red light or- dunno- a fucking fallen star flyin’ down the corridor like a rocket and disappear. 
Old Miss Parton following him. Our Chemistry teacher. Her chicken-like legs running wild under her tartan kilt 
keep closed by a safety pin. Afterwards the red comet enters my classroom, so | can see that it's a boy. A 
red-haired laughing guy who doesn't give a shit to be punished by his teacher. When he comes closer, | also 
recognize him as a very unpopular guy whose bad name uses to came first of him everywhere he goes and 
whatever he does. He's the son of Lafayette Penthecostal Preacher. his father, Stephen L. Bailey, is a very in- 
sight man in town, respected and feared by everybody but his eldest son. | just know him by sight, and once 
or twice I'd also seen it singing in the church's chorus with his two younger brithers, Amy and Stu. And | can 
tell you he's got an amazing voice. Besides, as | was saying, he's very unpopular at school because, in spite of 
his Sunday rule, he can be very rude and very wild with no apparent reason. So therefore, whoever don't know 
the Penthecostal Preacher's son? 


William Bruce Bailey. 
Long straight red haired. 
Skinny. 

Green piercing eyes. 


Rockstar or Serial Killer look. 


Honestly, if you come closer to him, you'll find out that he's a really handsome guy. But his best quality, the 
very best one, is his amazing voice. He can hit high notes men usually couldn't. Supposed to be a baritone, he 
gets real fun in singing as a soprano, driving his vocal couch crazy just to kid him and his father. There's a lot 
of gossip on him, and what | think is that he really doesn't give a shit of his bad name. 


"Ladies and Gentlemen" his father, Reverend Beetle, used to say before the reading of the Psalms of the day. 
"Please, listen up to this very young and innocent Son of God whose voice is angel-like. Pay him attention, 


please. He really worths it!" 


He was fucking right. Bild be a great vocalist for sure for such a rock band as the old Nazareth or the 
legendary Aerosmith! 
Trust me. 


IHe's amazing! 

Those were my thoughts while the Math teacher made him sit in the corner empty desk next to mine. 
The Reverend son went towards me with a grin | never forgot. 

Oh, guys! 


He was so fucking cooll 


He owned all my respect since day one. 


"Ehi you, Jimi fucker Hendrix!" 


Oh, shit. 
This pizza place could only be improved by an H BOMB. 


KISS MY ASS, LAFAYETTE 


Author's Notes: 
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Chapter 9 


KISS MY ASS, LAFAYETTE 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


I'm an Antichrist/I'm an Anarcheist/don't know what | want/but | know how to get it 


| hit the road, guys. 

| really did it. 

I'm blowing town, at last! 

Left that crappy Bailey's life to find Rose's way. They were mean. All of them. 
How could yuo do this to me, granny? 


| thought you were the only one, but you were the worst one. 


| know anything. 


Nothing will ever be the same. 


| was born William Bruce Rose Jr, not Bailey. So what | am since this very moment is a newborn. With neither 
a present nor a past but just a smokey future. | don't give a shit how hard it's gonna be. | got to leave all 
that madness right row. Got to. My only goal is stayin’ alive. ‘ve been so lonely- | could die. Oh, Jeff- | wish 
you were here, but you aren't, and | can't share with you this day of weeping. The traffic lights stab my eyes 
full of tears cause | just can't stop crying. I'm so sick of this FUCKING Town of the Living Dead that there's 
one only thing that | know for sure in this moment: | want to get out of here right now. I'd better check. Take 
out of my backpack my map and smoke my cigarette with style. I've started smoking. So what? Rockstars do 
it, so do |. Anything wrong with this? 

| try to find my position on the FUCKING map turning it top down, but | just can't. Try again. Nothing doing. 


Lafayette, you are shit- and l'm not the only one who says it! Its the FUCKING map. Just for find it, as an 


infinitesimal point, it takes me ages. I'm so pride of my road map! 
Lafayette Asshole City, Indiana, USA. 
LAFAYETTE. What a historical name for such a Living Dead filthy small town! 


"Good job Bill" | tell to myself, carefully folding it back into my backpack and shouldering it. 
Before running away taking Lafayette and Reverend Beetle out of my life, I've had a FUCKING blast: 
I'd stolen the Bastard's Camaro keys and his road maps. He didn't need it, because he didn't take his own family 


anywhere in vacation, so | took it with me. I'll need it in my hard road to LA. 


The fucking Route 25 to Garfield, which represent my first step on my way to the City of Angeles, is a mouse 
trap. Cars hiss by myself so fast that I'm fucking feeling if | was in a sort of fucking minipimer, and l'm 
fucking alone. 

I've been so lonely 

| could die 

None stops near me. I'm fucking invisible. Besides, its raining cats and dogs and l'm all wet till my fucking bones. 
My AllStars are so Goddamn soaked that, if | squeeze them, | can fill in a half-galloon pint of Jack Daniels! 
More. Any fucking time a car pass close to me, it washes me from my head to my fucking feet. I'm not 
kidding, guys. Try to picture how it was if you were me. | mean- if I'd knew, | could bring some shampoo with 
me! What the fuck. Laugh as you please, | don't give a shit. But | really look like if I'd just had a shower all 
dressed up! Don't you feel a bit sorry for me? Just a bit- don't you? Ok, guys. You can suck. Not to speak of 
my fucking hair, dropping down my back to froze my blood to death. My Motorheads sweatshirt cap is so 
fucking soaked it weights more than one ton, guys. And now, are you still laughing and kidding and pointing at 


me? 
Bastard. Bastard. Bastard. Bastard. Bastard. 


| can do nothing but repeat it on and on and on again. It's like a fucking echo rebounding in my brain. You know, 
guys. And | don't know who the fuck | really am. 

Maybe I'm none. Maybe | don't even exist. Maybe my life so far has been a dull's nightmare or maybe- | just 
don't know. | feel sick My head is blasting. Dunno, maybe | caught myself a flu or maybe, dunno, I'm really 
seriously sick | got a fever. Pneumonia. Although if I'm still ok and nobody dares to give me a lift until 


tomorrow morning, I'll caught myself pneumonia for sure- for my fucking Goddamn stepfather's joy! 


That's why he used to give me bad names. That's why he called me that fucking way, that arsehole Reverend 
Beetle stepfather o'mine! Cause it's what | was. What | still am. I'm a fucking BASTARD. That's what | am. And 
it hurts, guys. It fucking hurts. But- wait a minute. | mean- l'm not his son. 

Should | cry and stay in sorrow for this? 

l'm a fucking BASTARD. 

A real one. 

He'd hated me since the fucking day he saw me for the first time when | was just two years old. He'd beat me 
and treated me bad since then, while | was doing all my best to make him proud of me, even when he did hurt 
me and made me pay hell unfairly! So what? I'll tell you this, guys: he's the fucking BASTARD! Not me! I'm 
FUCKINGnocent! 


And | fucking hate him to death for what he did me in these years. Believe me, you guys. I'm a though boy. 
Just thinking to him as a father makes me sick Physically sick, | mean. When | fucking see his arsehole face in 
my mind, | just can't breath. | start hyperventilating and | feel nausea and will to throw up anything | ate in my 
fucking life since the day | ever seen his grin for the first time. Never ever and ever again. Not for all the 
fucking tea in China! 

You know, guys? I've been told he's fucking dead. My father. The real one, | mean 

His name was ROSE Sr. 

WILLIAM BRUCE ROSE Sr. 

When | was born, | WAS WILLIAM BRUCE ROSE Jr. 

ROSE. Not BAILEY. 

They all agreed about him having been an arsehole, but themselves are very far to be saints! | mean- the 
three of them- Mum, Granny and- oh my God, him. 

Sorry, guys. 

Poor me. Good God. 

l'm really getting sick. 

| don't ever want to name him. Really don't. 

lm throwing up, guys. 

| just can't think of him without throwing my guts off! 

Anyway, so the story went. Mummy and that notorious Rose had a love affair at the time of their third yr 
degree at the Firefax high school. Mummy told me he was Paul Newman's first cousin, and that he had 
inherited many things from his handsome famous uncle- to whom, she said, | resemble too. She was just 
fifteen yrs old, and he was two yrs older. They'd met at his Sr graduation Ballroom, introduced one to the 
other by a mutual friend of them. They danced all night long, eyes in eyes- or so | dunno, you know, guys. | 
wasn't there watching! That's what Mum told me. Her fucking bell, you know. Besides, he made her drink too 
much, and she got drunk. So she lost her virginity. After a couple of months, she learned she was pregnant. 
Waiting for me. So he left school, found a work at and married her three months before | was born. | was due 
for February ‘62 and they got married in December 61 creating a fucking scandal for the puritan Lafayette 
Town of The Living Dead’ people. Then here | went. And that's it, guys. You just know the rest. 

So what? 

OMFG, what a unavailing story, guys! What about it? Don't you feel a bit sorry for me, aka Yours Sincerely? 
Sometimes reality can be as awful as a nightmare. A fucking fouilleton. Call it as you please, guys, but I'll tell 
you this: mine is a fucking hundred times worse than the worse of my mother's favorite telenovelas! Sure it 
is. May God curse me forever if | haven't been already enough so far. | don't understand. What did she- my 
fucking Mum- pretended to be? Was she Isaura the Slave? Was she Andrea Celeste? What the fuck was she? 
She just was a looser. That what she was. Nothing more than a poor looser left pregnant by her guy the very 
first time she made it. l'm speechless, guys. | really am. Aren't you too? 


| feel so ashamed for her | could bury me alive under this fucking Town of Zombies- never to return! 
| swear it. | swear it on God, guys- if he really does exist and really gives a fucking shit of his poor son 
William Bruce. The fucking day | will be eighteen- in three hundreds sixty four days- I'll change my fucking 


name as by law from Bailey to Rose. 


William Bruce Rose. 


Rose. 

| like it. Sound fucking terrific. 

There's something that rocks in it. 

Anyway, it's much better of Bailey. What does it mean Bailey? Just nothing else than a nauseating whiskey 
cream, though! The ROSE, instead, is a flower. My favorite one. And I'll tell you this too, you guys: Ill have one 
tattooed on my arms as soon as possible. | promise you. Let me only earn some scores and you'll see who 


William Bruce Rose is going to be! 


| packed all my bags and made up my mind, so bye bye baby! | vanished fucking great an forever and ever 
again, never to return, from the psychiatrical hospital of my native home. I'm fucking sorry for my granny 
Kate and the kids, but I'll call home as soon as possible. But I'll tell you this: m going to LA. to be a rockstar 
and, someday, take the kids away with me. 

Fuck he law. It really can suck. | don't give a shit whether they have my same blood or not, cause | consider 
them 100% my brother and sister. | don't give a shit whether we have had the same father or not. | swear 
I'm not going to leave them grow up in that rotten family. One day, when I'll be pretty rich and famous, I'll be 
back just to save them. I'm sure that my train is coming somewhere in the City of Angeles. All | must do is to 
buy my oneway ticket for Paradise City and catch that fucking train. 

Los Angeles. Paradise City. 


So fucking great. I'm thinking about writing a fucking song on it. I've got the monkey of this riff since | woke up 
this morning after a night awake crying my lungs off. | wish so much Jeff was there to work on it together 
and make a fucking masterpiece, a fucking top ten hit. But Jeff is not here anymore. He'd left before me 
because he's smartest than me and had had a better family to lay on. 


You know, he'd left Lafayette one week ago never to come back. A Greyhound had been his way to LA. 

We of course met secretly the night before he moved in his front house garden, under his fucking bedroom 
window. | threw a stone against the glass, stroke it at the first shot, and down he went to met me and to tell 
me goodbye. 


"Moving to LA, at last! Going for the fortune and fame. As | had find a job I'll call you" he told me, his voice 
broken, trying not to cry. "| swear you, Bill As soon | find a job and a place to live, we'll meet again! Nobody 
would never ever divide us. So, at the moment, all you have to do is manage to stay calm and not to get in 
trouble again with the fucking cops. | know you've suffered a lot, Billy, but your future-our future- is bright.” 
This was what he told me before kissing me goodbye and leaving to LA. in a foggy dawn pale-grey sky. Oh, 
guys! When the bus left, it took my soul away with it. With him. 

Oh, Jeff! If only you'd know the news! If only you'd know they had lied to me since my fucking birth day! 

Say it with a Pink Floyd piece. 

| wish you were here. 

Oh, Jeff! 


| wish it so much | could die! 


"IIl jump there at the speed of light!" | answered, gulping down all my tears and almost squeezing him to death. 
But unluckily the truth was that, to me, it was too soon to move. | really didn't feel like leaving Amy and Stu 


alone in that fucking Black Crow's claws. Besides, there was my mother's attitude. She was a sleeping pills and a 
tv addicted whom really didn't take care of her kids the way she should have done. She hadn't been a mother 
for us, so far. So | thought it wasn't the right choice to do at the moment, but was pretty sure | was going 
to reach my pal as soon as I'd settled things for the kids and myself and, also, found the money to face the 
trip. At the moment, | couldn't afford the price of the Greyhound ticket, though, and Jeff himself hadn't been 
able to pick up enough money for the two of us, so all | could do was find the patience to wait and see. But 
what happened yesterday had changed my life like a fucking earthquake, and I've made up my mind. | have no 


choice. Have to go away from here. To go away or to die. 


If Jeff could ever picture what the fck happened to his old pale! Guys, I'm here bored to death on the fucking 
25 Hwy trying my best to hitchike as Sal Paradiso did in On the Road by Kerouac just to reach him. | mean. l'm 
sure he'd die by sudden death if he only could see me where am | now. 

Dear fucking Jeff- you're all what left me. Got nobody else but him. And I'm sure he won't believe his ears if | 
just could tell him what | learned about my origins. He'll fucking believe I've gone insane, but I'll tell you this, 
guys: he'll fucking like my riff very much. | know it. Like it for sure. | just feel it. He'll go mad about it, and 
we'll work on it together as we used to do when we were together in the AXL. Our lost band. We were fucking 
great, guys. My stepfather was the one who spoiled it for us. 

We'll join again, Jeff. Together the two of us will make something fucking great about that riff. Something that 
rocks. 

We have the power, man. Don't forget it! 

Wait and see, man. One day our music will change the fucking world 

| closed my eyes to try to picture it and suddenly | saw a stage in a red-lighted nightclub. People waving at us 
and singing our riff. A fucking kickass sold out show. 

Naked sex and sweat. 

Screaming fans and killer guitar solos. 

I'm AXL. Axl Rose. 

By today, this is my name. The only one everybody will give me. Behind my back, my band is performing our 
last one thousand dollars hits. 

We're the coolest band in the fucking world, so, if you please, we'll rock you forever, guys! Believe it or not. 
We'll fucking do it! Wait and see, guys! 

We'll fucking change the world. Ragz to riechs- or so they say. 

Axl. Axl Rose. 


Ill tell you this, guys: | just can't ait to turn eighteen to change my name in law into WAXL ROSE. 
So the dead AXL will live forever in my fucking self! 


So, while I'm fucking here waiting for someone to fucking drop me, | sing my killer riff just to keep it in my 
mind. | do it and undo it over and over again until it fits me perfectly as a glove for the song | want to write 
as soon as | could find a pen. My chest will be my paper. | don't need a notebook. So | sing it by myself. | 
change the key. | mourn it. | scream it to the sky at the top of my fucking lungs. 


| chew all the vocals one by one checking the taste of the lyrics as if it was a delicacy- instead of a song to 


be- enjojing the sweet stroke of the consonants on the top of my hard palate. 


Take me down 


to the Paradise City 
Yeeeeeeeaaaaahhhhh! 


Ehi, what a doll, guys! You ought to see her! 

| mean- a six feet tall girl walking alone in the rain. | must confess you | wish | fucking was her umbrellal 
Miniskirt and high healed shoes. Seven miles long legs. 

What should | do? 

Nothing more than what | did. 

| just watched her wide opened jaw. 

Where the grass is green 

Yeeeaaahhhlll The grass is green! 

That's right! 

So fucking cool, guys! 


So much good green grass to fuck my brain forever- never to come back, guys! Did you get the message? 


-and the girls are pretty 

So fucking cool, you guys! Like this riff so much | could have it tattooed on my chest close to my heart right 
now if | had the money, but | have not, so all | can do, at the moment, is doing all my best not to forget it. | 
must sing it. Find the right melody to help my upset mind to store it. Jeff will love it, and I'm fucking sure we'll 
join again to give birth to a fucking hit that will last forever, making us rich and famous in spite of that 
motherfucker arsehole Rev. Beetle- may he burn in his fucking hell forever. 


Take me home 


The person who broke my heart to death was my own granny. She really took my soul away. Did you get the 
message? | just can't understand how could they go on lying for all these yrs looking into my eyes as if they 
were sincere. It really make me sick, | mean- they'd treated me like shit for no reason, cause | wasn't the 
person I'd been told. | fucking wasn't theirs. | just was mine. So | ask myself how could they do me what they 
actually did and, guys, I'll tell you this: | find no answer. No reason, for be a liar. No fucking reason for this 
fucking family plot they made up against me. 

Do they know how do you feel inside when you learn that you've been cheated since the cursed day you was 
fucking born? 

I'd never expected it. Not for all the tea in China, guys! 

But she fucking did it. 

Cause she did know the fucking truth. For all these years. She really did, but she decided to keep her fucking 
mouth shut. I'd been kidded. I've been cheated. I'm the one who is the victim. I'm the fucking Lamb of Sacrifice! 
I'm so sick | could throw up from here to the fucking eternity! My granny had disappointed me most of 


anybody else, because she was the one who taught me the meaning of words like dream and hope and future. 


This is why | feel so lonely. Because | lost her forever. And she was the only one who really cared about me 
and my fucking health, so far, but now I'm not sure anymore about anything. Did she really loved me or all she 
did was just pretending to? What shall | say? What would you guys say, if you were me? Nothing, | guess. So 
do |. 

Dunno, guys. Really dunno. All my fucking past is a sort of giant questionmark. | just don't know whether my 
granny really loved me or not, but I'll tell you this: maybe on day I'll find a way to forgive her for what she 
did me- you know. To forgive them all. But at the moment- try to understand me, guys. Get the message. 
They'd just stabbed me to death. How can | forgive them with all these injures still bleeding to death? 

I'd bought a bomb. Do you get the message? An aerosol bomb. A bloody red one. So | made a life and death 
deal. 


Kiss my ass 


LAFAYETTE! 


IM OUT OF IT 
AT LASTI 


I'd scrawled it on that other arsehole Sir Walter The Fucker Scott's monument at Columbus fucking Park 
Let the fucking freedom bell toll 


Then | saw it. 

What the fuck, guys. At the beginning, | just stood there in disbelief watching with my jaw wide opened. 

Then | felt a blast of joy. 

My heart kicked and screamed in my chest. 

As the Indian granny in Little Big Man said in the scene when he climbed the holy mountain to find his death, 
my heart is flying high as an eagle. 

So was mine, guys. 

That was the way | was feeling inside. 


I've never felt this way before. 


| was all wet because of the rain, so all | did was waving at him splashing water all over around. Right after | 
started crying with all the power and the strength of my six octaves and two half-tunes it had fallen in my 
own lot at birth as a gift of a nice cool Fairy whom had a crush for Rock n Roll. So | fucking yelled as a 
fucking desperate. The harder the better. 

It was a fucking Dodge. 

A true heap of junks as | never seen one before in my cursed life. It was nothing more than a four wheeled 
bathtub, but | felt strong and loud in my mind the voice of my destiny telling me that it was my fucking train 


coming. 


With a bit of luck, my fucking train will take me away from Lafayette forever. 


Never to return- No! 


"Ehi youl" | cried. "Hey, man!" 

He stopped the car. 

He lowered the window and fucking stared at me. 

OMFG! 

Lucky me! 

| mean. | must confess you that in my school days | used to be a jock and maybe | caused some old school 
mate o'mine sorrow and pain. I've also been a badass to this or that fat looser girl, you know. | was just a 
stupid. Didn't want to make them cry. | was kidding. | was wrong, really was. | was a fucking badass, but please! 
I'm pretty sure | don't deserve to drink this bitter cup. Be merciful, guys. | really don't. Do 1? 

OMFG! 

Please! 

It reminded me of the Gospels. Luke, 22:42. 


Father, if it is your pleasure, take this cup from me! 


My heart rolled on the weeping tarmac in the rain and falled into scattered pieces. 


All | did was shifting backwards horrified. 


So this is The End. 
Hold your breath and count to ten. 


The first fucking thing | could see was a cross. 

So what the fuck? 

Then | saw a Holy Bible stickers on his front windshell. 

Holy shit. 

| started panicking till | went sick. 

OMFG, guys. 

l'm dying. 

My time is over. 

Just couldn't breathe and all that stuff, so | finally burst into tears as a little baby. 

«It's so fucking unfair!» | cried, kicking off my backpack in anger, my head spinning round and round. «lts all 


over! It's all over! There's no fucking way out!» 


No fucking way out, guys! 
All over. For me and my dreams. 


Ill never die in a blaze of glory. 


| mean- | had never left my fucking native Lafayette and | already was in trouble. 

| told you I'm cursed. I'm cursed to death. 

And nothing | can do. Now and then, | got to take that to my heart. Nothin’ doin’. 

l'm cursed forever since the fucking day | fucking went into this fucking world in sorrow! There's no point in 
goin’ on 


Ok, guys. Do you want to know what | did? 


| don't give a fucking shit if you don't. I'm gonna tell you the same. All | did, for a neverending moment, was 
just stayin’ alive. Trying to breath and- if | could- not to throw up. Then | woke up and fight. 


| ripped the silver crucifix given me by my fa- ehm. Sorry. By my step fucking father the cursed day of my 
fucking baptism from my fucking neck to throw it in the middle of the road. | got enough of it. 


| don't need your religion, you arsehole. 
Don't need your education. 

Don't ever need your baptism. 

And please remember 

that | never lie 


And please remember 


how | felt inside 
Then | was rescued by Them. The Sex Pistols. 


| am an anarcheist 
| am an antichrist 
Don't know what | want 


but | know how to get it 


Fuck anythin’ off. 

My dreams can suck. 

LA. Can suck. 

So good bye City of Angeles. 

Good bye, Jeff. 

| love you so much | could die screaming your name, but 
Ill never see you again. 

The rain was washing my tears away as it did in a famous poethic Lizard King's verse. 
Yeah, but now there was no time left for the Lizard King. 
No time for lyrics. No time to be a Lost Poet. 

No time for anything. 


No one here gets out alive. 


I'm fucking lost. Finished. Fucked. 


| just can suck. 


There was no point in going on. 
Nothing doin’, guys. 
So, live and let me die. 


This is what | thought. The very words. 


The truth was that | just didn't know, guys. 


Just dunno if | really want to live or to die. 


(But maybe a Greyhound could be my way) 


All what | knew was that my past had gone and my present was soaked in crap, but my fucking future, at last, 
had begun 


HE CAN SUCK 
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Chapter 10 


HE CAN SUCK 
Penthecostal Preacher Stephen L. Bailey 


All you need is lovel 
Love and tolerance! 
Give peace a chance 


And all that hippie rubbish good for daddy's girls and faggots. 


Did you see? 


Did you see what you fucking did? 

Here we go, women. 

Mother and daughter, shame on youl 

Why do you never do what you are told? 

| told you to be carefully with him. 

| told you that the Hell would break loose if he'd even dream his real origins, and now it's happened. 

You silly things! 

(Here's what their love-and-tolerance philosophy has driven us tol) 

All they did was failure to communicate. And I'm the one who must settle things once they've spoiled it for us! 


It's a movie I've seen already. 


That offspring Bastard son o'mine's gonna end his fucking days in jail, covering his family in shame, not in 


fame- as he uses to say to shut my mouth up. 


I've always been sure that this teddyboy was going to a bad end, and now there it is. 


He's doing very very bad, confirming all my worst previews on his future. 


So, finally, yesterday he vanished. 

He's no longer a member of this family. 

He made up his mind and took his very first decision as a grown up. And | don't give a damn if he's still fucking 
underage. He really can suck. | won't do a thing do have him back if he fucking doesn't want. 


He put the blame on us all. Cursed me, his mother and granny too. He'll never come back. Not in this life. 


So | guess he deserves all the worst by life, believe me. He's not a lost poor sheep; he's a fucking devil, and he 


does deserve to burn forever in Hell. Doesn't he? 


So the story went. 
Sharon told me she was filling in the washing machine- but isn't true. | guess she was watching Andrea Celeste 
or bullshit like that on the TV, drinking gin fizz and chain smoking. 


(Yes. She was. I'm stinky sure she was growing her wild oates instead of doing her own job as a housewifel) 


Anyway, | don't give a fuck whether she was doing well or not. 


The bell rang and he stormed in. 
No need to say she was totally unprepared. 


And, guys, try to guess. How do you think she took his shameless son's rant? 

Her usual way. 

(Hell on Earth) 

Then she put herself on medication till she fell as asleep as a zombie. 

Thank God, | wasn't in. 

| was at Church for the Gospel's Chorus reharsals, doing my holy job as a good Christian 
If | were there, that spoiled brat would have hell to pay! 

(Trust mel) 


So therefore, when | finally went home after a very hard day working, that fucking ginger head who had 
turned the world top down was gore. 


(As cowards do, he hadn't the guts to face me!) 


As | told you, instead of being welcomed by a lovely family as a honest worker deserves bringing home the 
bread for that silly relatives of his, what the fuck had | found? 

A fucking valley of tears. 

My wife fulfilled with sleeping pills crying on her mother's shoulder as a fucking toddler. 

My mother-in-law cursing and sobbing and pointing at me as the only one guilty of all their tragedies. 

Try to picture her, guys. 


She doesn't do a stroke of work all day long, but she's always ready to lay down the law as if she was the 
Holy Virgin on earth. Both the kids kicking and screaming and throwing tantrums unwatched. 

There | went in the middle of the storm of the century and there | saw it. 

Laying on the kitchen table there was a sheet of paper that | immediately recognized as the cause of all that 
mess. 

Notice that the table was still dressed with the dirty mugs and dishes of Breakfast and that it was a quarter 
to five pm. 

| stood in disbelief watching the hallucinated scene and the paper on the table right in the middle of all that 
madness. 

An old insurance. 

OMG. 

THAT ONE. 

It was about that teddy boy elder son o'mine Jesus-in his magnificence- had sent me as my personal cross to 


bear. 


The document was dated |964 and in the name of 
WILLIAM BRUCE ROSE. 


Oh, Good Godlll 


ROSE. 
Not Bai ley. 
ROSE. 


Poor Sharon! 

That lousy stingy homeless jailbird o hers and his fucking ginger bad brood! Cause this is what he is, my 
eldest hotspured son: a fucking bastard. 

He's a sinner. 


Cursed forever such as his father! 


The true, natural one, | mean 

Never to do with me and my seed. 

I'd better give birth to a toad instead of a criminal as he fucking did! 

And what did | do? 

| put his fucking dirty brood in my Gospel chorus with my own kids as the all-lead voicel 

And this is his fucking thanksgiving for such a waste of my time! 

A pretty kick in his ass, thats what he deserves! And I'll tell you this: if he fucking dares to come back home, 
Ill fucking give him the hardest he'd never caught in his life so far. Bye-bye, baby! Your ballroom days are 
over, honey! If you don't like to study and graduate as good boys do, kill your fucking self! As a matter of 
fact, since this fucking day of today, what may happen to you doesn't bother me anymore! Did you get the 


message, guy? 


So the young fucking bastard had cottoned on. 


The little bastard had found the life insurance that his mother and granny had made him when he was born. 
Nice stuff! 

Anyway, he finally found it. 

His mother told me that he shameless faced her with a killer scary look in his eyes she'd never seen before, 
cheating her to tell him step by step the pity story of his fucking miserable life. Then, after a long chilling 
glance of restrained hate to his granny, he had covered her with curses throwing all his poison up once for all. 
He spitted in his granny's attonished face that, for all these years, she only have kidded him. And that she was 
the worst of anyone else in the family. Ok, Bill One hundred scores for you, guy. | agree with your evaluation 
on her. She's a spoiler. A sinner. The worthy mother of her daughter and all the rest. Then, blowing her nose 
in her pinafore as the classy lady she really is, that slut wife o'mine reported me that the rotten fruit of her 
corrupted womb slammed the door and runaway crying and sobbing as a baby. 

So the hell had finally broke loose. 

Congratulation, boy. Once again you had disappointed your stepfather. 

You had thrown a histerical full optionals tantrum o' yours and now you're gone with the wind. 

All right, guy. 

Ill tell you this: don't even dream to come back 

We just don't want you. 

We just don't need you. 

| mean- after all these years, either me or that slut wife o' mine- whom just couldn't stop crying crying such 
as she was Andrea Celeste or God knows whoever else stolen by the fucking soap operas she's addicted too- 
had forget that fucking life insurance. | swear it. 


What the fuck. | mean, Sharon looses anything she touch, she never settle anything, she never ever does a 
well done cleaning session, so when you're looking for whatever you're, you couldn't find it. And- good God, this 
fucking life insurance it was something very important and delicate, something to keep out of the kids sight or, 
at least, to keep in a secret place far from them and their curiosity. 

This is what a good mother should do: make sure to keep any painful secret about them far from their kids. 
She could have locked that fucking insurance in a safety box or things like that, instead of leaving it loose in 
one of her bedtime table drawers. What was he looking for there? Her fucking sleeping pills? | told you already 
he's a drug addicted- just like his mother! Anyway, you know, the kids are curious, look anywhere they can, so 
did he. When he found that insurance, the world stopped spinning. It may be a soap opera. | can see the title: 
The buried truth. 

Sharon would like it so much for sure! Better than Dallas, | guess! 


So it went. The buried truth, after fifteen years, was back to spoil my family life forever. 


This is why I'll never forgive you, Sharon. 
Did you get the message? 


Never ever ever! 


So, at last, that fucking bastard knows anything. 
So now he finally knows. 
Surely he does. 


He knows why I'd always called him bastard. Cause he is. He's fucking is, may God curse him forever and ever 


again! But | made up my mind, so if he doesn't please to back home and he just wants to quit school to be a 
criminal more than he already is, he's free now. He can does whatever he wants of his wasted life. | give up. | 
just wash my hands of him such as Pontio Pilato did when Jesus Christ was condemned to be crucified. But I'll 
tell you this: I'm the one who's been crucified. Not him. 


And-may God forgive me- if he doesn’t understand that we did all that we did in the last fifteen years- 
enclose keeping the secret about his execrable origins - just for his wellness and his physical and mental 
health- well, amen. He can suck. He really can. He's not my son anywhere- if he ever had been in the past 
three years. 

Now it's all over. My family's over. My peace is over. 

You know, it's all her fault. 

Her and that arsehole ginger firstborn o hers. 

I'm fucking innocent. 

So- sorry, you guys- but repetita juvant. 

He can suck. 

l'm not kidding. 

He just can fuck off. 


THE GOODNIGHT KISS 


Author's Notes: 

warning: 
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WARNING: incest 


Chapter Il 


DADDY'S GOODNIGHT KISS 
Amanda aka Amy Bailey 


Dear Diary, 

All is wet. All is Dark. 

l'm in my bedroom. Sinking. Gasping. Drowning in my bed. 

| squash my Susy so tight | could broke the sews and make come all the filling stuff inside out all over my 
pillow. So it's called my very favorite doll. | got it since | was 3 and l'm not able to sleep at all without holding it 


close to my heart 
Do you know that lm scared to death? 
| just cant breath, 

Jesus! 


Am | really on the verge of an hearth attack at 13? 


Am | really going to die right now before | can say amen? 
Oh, my God- please, if you can, help mel Stop it, please! Stop it once and forever, if you really care about mel- 


I'm only a little girl, so, dear Diary of my Secret Dreams, please, don't chastise me. 

It hurts. It hurts so much | could cry all night. There's something burning between my thighs, and | can feel 
that crappy hot liquid dripping on the sheet and - | know I'd better wake up and go to the restroom to wash it 
away, but l'm so sick that | just can't. My head is spinning and | got nausea. My hearth is beating so hard | can 


feel the pain at every breath- | mean- it's not the first time, but I'm sure I've never been so sick before. 
| can't wake up for a pee cause l'm afraid to meet my face in the restroom mirror. 


| feel so dirty and at the same time- no, I'm really really really not able to go to the restroom, now. 
It would like to admit that he really did to me what he did. It wasn't a dream, ‘cause | wasn't sleeping. | don't 
want to see his shame coming out from my thighs- I'm sure | wouldn't be able to face it without puking my 


guts off. 


He did hurt me so goddamn much, guys. He didn't care about me criying myself off or screaming at the top of 
my lungs. He's a monster. A real one, believe me. As you didn't see one. He only wants his satisfaction - 


reminds me that song of the Stones Billy loves so much. The harder the better. 


l'm really pissing my pants, but | can't go to the restroom. 


Could someone please feel my desperation and help me? 


Sometime I'd like to be kidnapped by an alien Abducted, this is the right term, and took away in the sky to 


another solar system light-years far from the Earth, where he'd never be able to reach me to rape me again 


As always when he's boozed, | recognized his heavy step coming on the stairs and | started shivering. Then | 
heard my door being opened and blood in my veins had suddenly frozen. He went into my room and closed the 
door. | was praying for the thunder and the rain to pass me by, saying it with Billy's words. All | wanted was 
simply disappear. But | couldn't, and | wasn't able to stop time. So all went on as usually did. He went close to 
me and sat on my bed. All| could do was pretending to be asleep. He started talk softly into my ear. His 
breath smelled of wain. It was really sickening. And he locked the door. 

My hearth was blasting. | could hear it desperately bumping into my throat and ears. 

" Hi, honey" he whispered, disgusting me by breathing deep on my face. 


He smelled of wain and whisky and God knows what else. I'll tell you this: he really made me sick, but | had to 

keep my mouth shut and swallow all my nausea. | wish | were grown up just to punch or slap him in the face 

not to see him lingering close to me again for the rest of his damned life. He has no right to destroy my little 
perfect world, the one I've built up inside as a defense from my real life. He's a monster, and | don't feel 


ashamed saying- and writing on your pages, dear Diary- how much 

| HATE HM 

and how much | really 

WANT HIM TO DIE AS THE DOG HE'S 

or, at least, to leave us alone as soon as possible. | pray God all nights before going to sleep to make this wish 


happen for our own safety. I'm sick of myself, ‘cause | wasn't able to do anything to stop his madness. Nothing 
but pretending to be dead. | had stiffened my body harder my best and started think 


IT'S JUST A DREAM, AMY-IT'S NOT HAPPENING-IT'S JUST A DREAM-YOU'RE SLEEPING, AMY-YOU'RE NOT 
AWAKE-IT'S JUST A DREAM-JUST A DREAM-JUST A- 


But | did nothing. He did anything he wanted with my body. Touched my newborn boobs, licked it. Chewed the 
nippes as it were been chewing gums. Then he throw my pants away and did all what he usually do when he 
took me "as a bride", as he says. 

Ill tell you this, dear Diary: if this is what a bride really feels her first wedding night, | swear l'm not going to 


get married! Never ever ever! | swear it. Not for all the damned tea in Chinalll 
Did you get the message? 


Bill didn't know what the Judas Priest- as sometimes he calls him- does me when he's drunk, but l'm sure he 
could understand if I'd tell him, cause I'm sure dad reserves his worse for him. But | don't want to tell him 

anything about the strange love of the goddamned JP. for his own daughter, because I'm sure that Billy, who 
really cares about me, could kill him with his own hands and put himself in very serious troubles. | don't want 
him to go inside for my fault. Anyway, Bill use to say me that anytime | see something shocking or scaring, | 


must pretend to be watching a horror movie or a frightening tv show. 
IT'S JUST A MOVIE 


| repeated to myself again and again and again till by brain blasted into a dark cherry jam scattered on my just 


repainted pink room wall. 
JUST A MOVIE-JUST A MOVIE-JUST A MOVIE-JUST A MOVIE-A VERY SCARY ONE-JUST A- 


But | knew it wasn't. 

Billy didn't and doesn't know what | was going through. He wouldn't have told me to behave like an audience. 
Never ever. Not for all the tea in Chinall! 

It wasn't a movie. 

It was all damned, disgusting, sickening, painfully true and real. 

As usual, he went close to me as all my nightmares did. Calmly. Pretending to be a friend. 


"Are you asleep?" 


| wasn't, of course, but pretended to be. But | started shivering and my hearth beating raised to a very 


dangerous hearth attack level. 


| didn't answer. 

Oh, dear Diary of my Secret Perfect World- | was so goddamn scared- really frightened to death. Because, as 
a matter of fact, | knew already what kind of movie was going to start, and didn't like it at all. All| did was 
trying to breath if | was into Morpheus arms hoping that he believed | was sleeping. My only -very weak- 


chance to convince him to leave me alone and take his damned ass to another side. | was terrorized. AIl i 


wanted was that criminal to go to hell forever and never ever ever to come back. 

OH, JESUS! 

PLEASE! PLEAS PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE! I'LL BE GOOD, | PROMISE YOU. SAY MY PRAYERS ALL NIGHTS, 
| PROMISE. 

BUT, PLEASE- HELP ME! 

SEND HM TO HELL RIGHT NOW (IF YOU CAN)II 

AM | ASKING TOO MUCH? 


"Here to kiss you good night, honey" he whispered, his breath stinking like a rotten wino swine. 
"Amy!" He slurred. "Can you hear me? Why won't you kiss daddy good night?" 

Yeeeaaahhh, | thought. Sure. 

| just can't wait, daddy! | can't sleep without your sweet goodnight kiss, really can't! 


You can take your god night kiss 
and put it into your rotten ass, daddy!!! 


This is what | thought, but | have to watch my own tongue, if | care myself. 

lm not a 2 years-old, dear Diary. | knew what he was looking for. I'm 13, and l'm not a girl. I'm a married 
woman, according to his point of view. 

Poor mum. How can she stand him? 

(How can they both stand each other?) 

He didn't want to teach me how to make love to him. He wanted a piece of me. He wanted to take my soul 
away to leave his mark on my body forever. So | let him take away from me anything he wanted. He got under 
my blankets and shared my breath. He possessed my shivering, frozen body with all his anger. Hungry like the 
wolf. Showing no mercy as a demon come from hell. | could feel all his hate. 

It was so painfully- and it lasted for ages, but now it's all over. For tonight, at last. | don't want him to touch 
me anymore. 

| swear if he dares come to my bed for his rubbish another time, I'll tell Bill and mom anything. 

| can't stand it anymore. 


| could die if he gets too close to me one more time. 


Anyway, when he finally went away, | was dead inside and full of pain between my legs. | cried all the rest of 
night long- and | still am. 

While he was into me, he repeated me what a wonderful thing he was doing to me. He whispered that it was 
natural, the real love as God intended it when he created the world. That this is why he made us males and 
females: just for this very special and deep kind of perfect love and other shit like that. 

"But remember" he said at the end, coming out, pulling back his pants on and leaving by bed if it was on fire 
"Mum wouldn't be able to understand, so, honey" his face sudden reddened "don't tell her anything about what 
we shared. It's a secret. Just for you and me." 

Bastard. 

That's what | thought. 

You, dirty fuckingg bastard. 

So, at the end, he did it again 


Now | hate him. | know he's very sick and needs help, but I'm afraid of his anger. Not for me, but for Bill and 
Stu. He could revenge on them just because he knows how much | love them. This is why | won't say a world 


and keep his dirty secret one more time. And he knows it. The pig. The fuckingg bastard. 


Ill tell you this, my beloved Secret Diary: | used to love him, but | had to kill my love and gulp all my tears 
down night after night while | was growing up. 

He was my lonely hero. My Don Chisciotte- who's my favorite one. | must have read that book at least 100 
times, but | just can't stop. It's my drug, sort of. | suppose I'd get sick without it. 

Don Chisciotte is my old father. The one | used to love when | was just a little one. Did you get the message? 
He denies reality and sees devils, enchanters and spells just- everywhere. This is why sometimes | feel mercy 
for him. And maybe this is why mum can stand hismadness too. But | can't believe that she knows nothing 
about what he does me when he comes back home drunk. About what he does me and Bill, cause I'm sure he 
does the same with his elder son- and this is why | let him do on myself. Not to pull him to go to ask for Bil. 
Stu is safe, at the moment. He's still too little for his father's appetite, and | envy him so much- but l'm 
afraid of the future, when his day will come too. 

And mum- | don't understand. She's a mystery. A real one. 

I'm sure she knows, but | just couldn't believe it. Because which mother can allow her own husband to betray 
her with her own children? 

She knows. I'm pretty sure. 

Ought to. 

She must have heard, | don't know what nor when. She saw me cry. She's not so bright, ya see, but neither so 
stupid. And, most of all, that first time, found my blankets stained with blood. Yes, she knows. Of course, she 
knows. He's not a rotten mother. She's afraid of his anger. This is why she keeps her mouth shut. But | don't 
care of her pain- if she feels pain for her children. | can't forgive her lack of pulse. Her weakness. | just can't 
stand it. And | don't care weather she's right or not, doing it for her children or not. | don't care weather her 
silence would ever save our lives or not, because l'm growing older- and my hate get worse every day. | can't 
stand this life one more day but I'm only 13. What the else should | do? 

| don't want to became like my mother,but maybe she's no choice. Se does nothing and has give up to make 
things go better for us because she's afraid for him to revenge on Bill an e. | don't know. lm so confused- | 
really don't know who's right and ho's not. 

What is real and what is not. 

The only one ho's safe from the JP'S perfect kind of love is Janice, the family dog. So | hope for her, at least! 
This is why sometimes Id like to turn into a dog. 

It will be an easy way out! 

I'm praying the Lord to consider it. 

Oh, God. | just can't sleep. 

Maybe I'm too hurt and dirty to find a dream. 


Ok, | must go now, dear Diary of my Top Secrets. 
Thanks to you, my heart beat has stabilize to normality, so | can tell you that maybe l'm not gonna die. Not 
tonight, at least! 


But now I'd better wake up and go to the restroom for a shower. 


| really hate my mum. She's a fuckingg loser. She's not able to defend her own children rights. With or without 
medication- it doesn't change a thing. | don't like her. If | were here, I'd be able to defend my children. l'd never 
allow my husband to do bad things on them. 

She keeps her mouth shut for fear and gets high with her medications and soap operas on television 

When | grow up, I'll go away and leave my parents alone. | don't want to see none of them anymore. They'll 
grow old alone. | won't take care of them or things like that. They just deserve each other. But at the 
moment- I'm still too young to leave home! | haven't had my period, yet. And he knows it. Afterward he must 
be careful, if he doesn't want to make a lifetime scandallll 

Bill is my last hope. 

The trouble is that now he lives with granny, | see him seldom. 

| miss you so much, Bill. 

Our funny jokes and games, the afternoons in the cellar stuffing ourselves in secret with Fonzie's and 
marshmallows thrilled to death about breaking a dad's law- do you remember, Bill? The marshmallows 
challenge? Once | puked and, when dad went into my room to lash me on my back, you went out and told him it 
was all your fault. "Dad" you said. "You'd better beat me than her"- and, of course, he did it. Oh, Bill- I'll never 
forget it in my life. Never ever ever. Since that day you became my personal hero. | love so much | don't want 
to share you with anybody else, including Stu. You were my personal Jesus and my thorn in my side. Honestly, 
looking back, | must admit that you used to impose on my kindnesses, cause you were sure that I'd always 
forgiven you. 

I'd be lost without you, Bill, and I'm sure you know it. 

I've always loved you the best- and you know this too. 

So please, Billll! Please, please, please! Don't hurt me, I'm only a little girl! This is why | beg you, Bill- when you'll 
go to Los Angels, please- if you really love me as | hope- please, Billlll Please, please, please, take me away with 


youll 


TAKE ME FAR AWAY 
FROM THIS GLOOMY HELL 
OR I'M PRETTY SURE 

I'LL DIE MUCH TOO YOUNG!!! 


PIZZA CONNECTION 


Author's Notes: 
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Chapter 12 


PIZZA CONNECTION 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


What a killer night | had, guys! 

| just can't wait to tell you, trust me. 

It was five to eleven and the legendary Pizzeria O'Vibrione- as Gina had rechristened it- was quiet and still. 
Crashed on a chair, the Boss was counting the takings of the evening and cursing on his own 

So far so bad. As usual, our delicatessen didn't made too much money. The takings were, actually, as poor as 
the quality of the ingredients of our notorious pizzas. 

All the chairs were already top down on the tables, and we were feeling miserable while starting a lazy cleaning 
session. 

There he was, the Boss. Like a lonely island in a sea of in a dirty dishes full of oily slices of seafood pizzas. 
Of course, as usual, his mood wasn't good. For clients replaced the bad quality standards of our services with 
indifference and diffidence. The only aficionados were the owner's picciotti. Did ya guys get the message? 

To survive, we just manage to keep the Boss off, hanging around with a lot of dirty dishes. 

You ought to see, guys! 

Dropping a sort of river of extra-virgin olive oil painted red by the fucking pummarola ‘ncoppa- as they say. 
Awful slices of half-tasted, half-chewed, half spewed pizza, draft in that disgusting river as debris in a sickly 
sea of thrash. I'm really trying not to throw up while washing this garbage, but | can't promise I'll never lose 
my dinner in the kitchen sink over all this rubbish. 

But, trust me, guys: sad but true, I'm fucking sure our special Vesuvio's pizza would ONLY be improved by 
PUKING on it! 

l'm not joking. 

(Besides, maybe you'd never see the difference at all) 

| guess our delicatessen are something like a contagious disease, spreading potential lethal virus and dead all 
over LA. 

About me, I'll tell you this, guys: I'd better die for sure than taste another one of Mr Caputo's lethal weapons. 
But of course once | did it. 


Since I'm here, | told to myself my first cursed day here as a dishwasher, | must make sure ‘bout the level of 


their delicatessens. So I've tried a slice of their SPECIAL PIZZA. 

Try to fucking guess, guys. 

| spent all night head first in the WC bowl hurling my guts off from food poisoning after I've tasted just a 
slice! 

Now when | think about it, it does make me chuckle. Just couldn't help it. But then, it didn't. 

But I've never seen before in my fucking life olives WALKING all over the pizza because they HAVE SIX 
FUCKING LEGS EACH ONE! | didn't know olives have legs! 

Did ya, guys? 


So the story went, and their SPECIAL PIZZA was quickly and secretly rechristened Sea Food TUMMY BUG 
PIZZA. 

For the vegetarians, we have an onion and olive one I've personally tried on my skin. 

(Quickly rechristened as COCKROACH PIZZA by the Aforesaid) 

Dirty dishes and glasses were piled everywhere. 

So far so good. 

As it turned out, none of our handful of customers had finished his pizza. The food had been let apart, and cut 
slices sunk in green-brown olive oil which- | was pretty sure of it- was very far over the fucking due date. 
Not to speak of the sickening amount of tomato sauce with not very good looking clots in it resembling dry 
blood. 

It really turns my stomach just at the thought of it. 


So, if you consider that this is the house's main course, what the hell about all the rest? 


Since day one I've worked here, any appetite had mysteriously disappeared from my stomach. My mates, 
instead, had made the habit to all those smells in here, so they're much more thick skinned than | am- 
although I've never seen one o them eating their own masterpieces, so far! 

I'm the only one in the crew who did it. 


They should give me a medal for valour- or kick me in the ass because I'm a fool who doesn't understand a 


fuck of food. 


So, while | sadly put the dishes in the warm soaped water to be washed up, my thoughts and prayers go to 
my ABANDONED BABY. 

My fucking guitar. 

All right, guys. | know SHE's not a Gibson Les Paul, but the brand doesn't count. What really does is how much 
gifted and inspired is the player. Isn't it? 

| haven't played it for three awful never ending days, now, and | can feel some sort of crappy cold turkey run 
into my veins. 

Playing guitar is more like making love to THE ONE than having some oral sex with a groupie or things like that. 
To me, MY BABY is like HEROIN to Lou Reed in that beautiful kickass song about shooting up. 

Playing is my only way out from this crappy world o' ours. 

(I'm so fucking totally into it!) 

You may say three days are a very short time lapse, but it isn't. Not at all. 

Instead, it's a pretty long time for a guy like | am, who had made the habit in living between eight times killer 
riffs and kickass bar-keys blasts. 


CLANG! CLANG! TONF! 
CRAAAASHHHH! 


Oh, fuck. 

(Shit happens!) 

One of those crappy dishes was gone. 

Because of my soaped hands, it slipped. It's not my fault. | was doing well. 
All my mates turned their heads to watch me in disbelief. 


Even the already heavy air in the local suddenly thickened to a gloomy dark curtain over my head. 
Here it was. The victim. Scattered on the floor. 


"INZZZZZZ!" 

Hear Tony, the pizza chef and staff supervisor, shout with his low and deep baritone voice. 
"What the fuck r u doir? You'd better pay attention or you'll put me into serious trouble with the Boss!" 
"Sorry, man" | moaned, picking up the pieces. "I didn't mean-" 

"But you fucking DID IT!" 

And on he went preaching and warning and even threatening me for about half an hour. 
OMFG! 

It was just an accident. 

It happens some time! 

I'd break down and cry. Oh, Jesus. 

That crappy Gordon Ramsey o' theirs had treated me like shit for doing nothing. 


Poor my BABY! 

With a bit of luck, | could be performing on stage in some club instead of being here holding my pain inside. 
| miss you so much, honey! Trust me. | could die. 
God, help me! 

By the way. 

Wait a minute. | got it right on the tip of my tongue. 
How do you say GOD in ITALIAN? 

Oh, yes. 

Found it. 

DIO. 

So, please, RONNIE JAMES DIO! 

Listen to my invocations!!! 


My thoughts and prayers are all for you. 


VAFFANCULO (means FUCK OFF) and CAZZO (=PRICK) every two-three words. 
Do you see, guys? 
l'm learning Italian! 


Oooops! 


| was forgetting. 

SHIT=MERDA. 

How does it sound? 

One more fucking month here and I'll speak Italian better than that awful Dante Alighieri or whatsoever he's 
called o' theirs for sure! 


(One more day of music withdrawal and | could commit suicide.) 


There | was. A fucking guitar addicted. Here. Civil war had never changed history, for me. 
Nope. 
Electric guitars DID it. 


Anyway, all | can do while washing myself out with those nauseating dishes and glasses, is dreaming not to get 


mad and smash any fucking one of it against the dirty wall right in front of the kitchen sink. 


There's no respect for human rights in this fucking arsehole pizza place. They just take your soul away. | 
really hate it here, guys. But | have to gulp my frustrations down and go straight on, cause | need to make 
money. For my dreams, For Bill's. For Rock n fucking Roll. 

The Boss can suck 


So does Toni- may God send him a ten days non-stop Montezuma Curse right now! 


This awful stinky place reminds me of the Living Dead City. Lafayette, Indiana. 

Same faint scent of incoming death. 

Same broken dreams-like atmosphere. 

While talking to you, guys, my hands did their job as quick as | could not to waste another dish, spreading 
bubbles of soaped water all over the kitchen in a sort of dream-like bathing beauties movie scene. 

Oh, fuck. 

It hurts, guys. 

| just can't stand it! 

Another greasy dish to hit my gloveless fingers and | swear to DIO- 

(RONNIE JAMES, forgive me, if you can!) 


I'm going to hurl my fucking insides all over the crappy wall 


Anyway, | have been threatened to death since the very first day | worked in here. 

I've been told lots of bullshits, such as to CAREFULLY keep the used oil as if it was a fucking SAN GENNARO'S 
HOLY RELIC BLOOD. 

Toni was the one who gave me this beautiful tip. 


(Who else?) 


"Do this and you'll please the Boss." 
That's what he said my day one. His very awkward words. 
| rolled my eyes to the sky looking for a support that never came. The hard stuff had been trying, at the 


same time, not to spread my fucking dinner on his greasy spotted once-white pinafore. 


What the fuck. 


Nothing has to go wasted here. 

Even the exhausted oil is recycled. 

The only thought of it gives me the shivers, but there's nothing | can fucking do. 
This is the worst stinking hole I've ever put my foot on in my life, so far. 


So, with a funnel, | try to save the precious lake of 100% extra-virgin olive oil from the bottom of the dirty 
dishes to pour it into a 5 gallons gasoline tank. 

No need to say that my goal is a mission impossible. 

Trust me. 

No one human being who really worth this name can do it without throwing himself out. Me too. This is why | 
curse my own birth day and whatever, in my life, went so fucking wrong to take me here instead of on a diva 
club with my BABY sensually stroking my family jewels. 

OMFG. 

I'm really getting sick. 

Do you, guys, really want to see the Thanksgiving turkey I've eaten LAST fucking year? 

All right. Stop laughing, then! 

I'm NOT the Lizard King, so | CAN'T do anything. 

There's no replacement for the used olive oil 

It's fucking always the same. 

They never change it. 

Well. They'd never changed it since about the late JURASSIC ERA. 

(Or so they say- | mean, our clients.) 

And this reminds me of my Senior Year at the Jefferson High School. Our favourite teacher- mine and Bill's- 
one thousands yrs old Mr Steel. 

(Do you remember, Bill? You really should. We used to giggle and fool him all the time!) 

Chemistry lesson 

Chapter one. 

Talking about Energy. 


IT'S IMPOSSIBLE NEITHER TO CREATE IT 
NOR TO DESTROY IT. 
ENERGY ONLY MAY BE TURNED INTO SOMETHING ELSE. 


Yeah, man. 

So DOES the extra-virgin olive oil. 

Strike, Mr. Steele. 

You were fucking right. 

A very suggestive sentence whose true meaning | had ignored for ages. So far. But now | fucking KNOW. 
As it turned out, our olive oil is a sort of HGHLANDER. 

Maybe someday, before that chemistry first lesson, old bony Mr. Steele had had a dinner here. 

Nice shot, Mr. Teacher! 

(Gimme five, man!) 


| don't know whether he really went here or not, but, just in case he did it, | really wonder how could he have 


survived it. 

OMFG. 

On and on | went without even take a break for a red Marlboro just outside the back door, close to the 
garbage cans. 

On and on and on and fucking on | went singing to myself some killer riff for my BABY in a soft spoken voice. 
From here to eternity. Forks. Knives. Whatsoever. 

I'm going totally insane. 

Did you remember Charlie Chaplin caught inside the machine in that very cool scene of MODERN TIMES? 
Well. This is exactly what | feel in this crappy moment. 

No need to say that, because of me being the NEW THING, here, from his corner, the Boss was staring at me 
like an eagle with its pray, ready to eventually put his claws on me. 

To people like him, my face may be an open book, so he didn't liked me since day one. 

This is why, while I'm throwing my guts up to pour that fucking oil without spilling one only precious down the 
fucking sink drains, my hands are shivering so hard | can badly handle the fucking bottle. 

Anything goes wrong, for me it's game over. 

He's always surrounded by his gang, and I'm pretty sure he'd be able to tell them to dissolve me in some 
corrosive killer acid the way they use to do when anyone broke their pacts or simply try to quit mafia 
Since day one, as a welcome aboard, he'd threatened me to death for any mistaken | may commit. 

He really did it. 

Said that if | only waste a drop of used oil, he'll fucking take it away from my pay envelope. 

Joking aside, there really are lots of unchecked voices all over the town about this notorious oil. 

Some says that it dates from the times of the Wall Street Crash. For this obnoxious pizzeria had opened in 
1929. 

Some more says it's from Mars. Sent us by the Aliens as a lethal weapon to destroy our civilization and keep 
control on Planet Earth. 

Believe it or not, this is what people say. 

This is our fucking legend. Where myth and reality clashes and melt together to give birth to a hell kitchen 
which represents my personal worst nightmare. 

So, what the fuck, guys. 

He really can suck 

l'm serious. 

Just got a weird feeling deep inside. 

Anyway, what was going to happen was not a surprise, to me. 

Cause some fucking sort of sixth sense was trying to warn me. 

| had that weird, faint feeling about something going to happen at the pizza place. 

Something terrible. 

Look at the Boss. 

Please, watch him. 

Smoking his cigar with serial killer style. 

Coppola hat on. All soaked in sweat 

(for doing nothing!) 

Oh, DIO! 

-He's so fucking disgusting!- 


He just didn't know, but his ballroom days were over. 
The situation was slipping from his fingers. 

| mean, the food was crappy. 

Salmonella. Cholera. Stomach bugs. Montezuma Revenge. 
We had anything ya want, here. 

Just got to ask, and we found it. 


If you got the money, honey 
We got your disease 


(Good lyrics for a song. Thank you, Boss!) 

Dunno. But I'm smart enough to be fucking sure somebody will pay hell for tasting our special Sea Food Tummy 
Bug Pizza. 

| told you all this bullshit not to bite the hand that fed me, but I'm pretty sure the fucking cops someday will 
blitz in here to put our beloved Boss and all his crew's asses- enclosing ME- in jail and gulp down the key. 

So far he'd been protected by MAFIA. 

(PIZZA CONNECTION, as they nicknamed it) 

But nothing lasts forever. 

(Take that to your heart, Boss!) 

Even your sickening TUMMY BUG PIZZA! 


"What the fuck!" 

Cried the Boss spitting on the floor and lighting another one fake Havana of his. 

There we went around him, not to increase his anger. 

"Open your fucking ears, GUAGLIO:" 

(KIDS in NEAPOLITAN SLANG) 

He screamed at the top of his rotten lungs, spreading saliva all over on us. 

"The party is over, guys! You must work harder if you want your pay envelopes at the end of the month. 
VABBUONO?" 

(=ALL RIGHT, same idiom) 

We watched each astonished. 

Harder than this? | thought horrified. Mission impossible, man. But, as usual, | kept my mouth shut. 
"Tonight we've earned a shit!" he went on, giving the table a fist and angrily kicking a chair away. "Look here. 
Don't ya see, guys? One hundred five dirty dollars! It's a shame. | just can't go on this way." 

He thrown us an evil watch above his reading glasses. 

"Did you guys get the message? One hundred five dirty dollars and fifteen fucking cents!" 
AWWWW. 

(He's such a disgusting man!) 

All he did, while cursing all of us, was putting his filthy fingers in his nose and drilling it hardly 
(maybe looking for the Holy Graal) 

"You've been warned" 

Time lapse. 

Smoked a cigarette, at least! 


Five to midnight. 
Back to work. 


Game over. 


Suddenly a scream. 


Oh. DIO. 

Forot to introduce her. 

She's a mate. A very cool girl. Our Boss was someway a relative of her's. Dunno. Uncle or whatsoever. But this 
didn't save her from his tantrums. 


I'd fancied her for a period, so, when | heard her name yelled so loud, | nearly got a fucking heart attack. 
"Gina! Come quick!" 


No answer. 


"Where the fuck are you, bitch?" 


A gang of dangerous teenager dressed like the fucking WARRIORS went in and watched us in silent. 
They looked very dangerous and wild. 

The riot was in the air. 

And l'm not a coward, guys. 

Trust me. 


I'm fucking not, but | didn't want to die so young. Did you? 


They really looked half like urban bikers and half like Hanoi Rocks. 
Hell's Angeles. Cursed rock stars. 
Glamsters. 


No need to say | really liked them since the very first second I've seen them. 


Black leather. Latex leggings. Web ripped t-shirts. Back-combed long wild hair built up with tons of hairspray. 
Slashed faded jeans. Bracelets and dog collars with killer steel points. Thrasher clothes. Glam rock attitude. 
By the turn of a second, | was Totally into them. 

Hooked. 

They reminded me of Motley Crue and Motorheads mixed together. But there also was something punk in 
them. Like a toxic cocktail of Sid Vicious and David Lee Roth. 

Nobody said a word. 

The Boss was waiting in silence, his arms crossed, for something to happen. But he wasn't appearently bothered 
by their look. He was smiling, so he looked more like amused than resigned. 

My mind was feverish processing the gang. 

Who those guys had been sent by? 

What did they want in here? 


But, after a while, it turned out, | was the only one who didn't know them. 
But whoever may them be? 

What are they doing in here? 

| chuckled. Could not help it. 

Nice questions. Would you mind to find out my opinions? 

I'd made four. 


First one. 


Tax collectors. Here to broke anyone's thumbs, sent as a sort of warning from a rival PIZZA CONNECTION. 


Second one. 
Serial killers sent here paid by the concurrence to steal us the copyright of our special Sea Food Tummy Bug 


Pizza. 


Third one. 
The NCIS or the Surgeon General. 


Here to put our fucking asses in jail forever. 


Last one. 


A desperate street starving gang looking for something to eat. 


Call them as you like it best, guys. 


But all | saw were troubles. Nothing more than troubles. 


"Here you are, honeyyyyyyyylll” 


Cried a hairy bleached blond guy around If yrs old, his hair making him resemble more a whore than a biker. 
He roughly picked Gina up like a bride. 


"Please!" She cried, laughing and kicking. "Please, put me down, you lout!" 


He did it, stroking here hair with a ferine laugh. 
As soon as she came back on Planet Earth, the blond guy with Rod Steward-like hair, who was the smallest kid 


in the gang, bob up to scold his own mates. 


"You fucking troglodyte!" He cried. "Hands off, please!" 
They did it without discussions. 

"Would you like to broke my dolly?" 

| watched the scene in disbelief. 

My mates were all laughing. 

The Boss had retired. 

(Maybe gone to Hell) 


And Gina? 
What did she do? 


She just watched me and smiled awkwardly. 

She was flushed. 

Shifting her weight from one foot to the other one, she waved at me. 

| went close to her. To them. To hear what she had to tell me. 

| was harassed because | didn't mean to offend her, but | wasn't interested in being introduced to her 
boyfriend or whatsoever he may have been. 

Yeah, guy. 

| can tell you. 

| really liked her very much, but | still had my ghost of pride left, or so | thought: 

But | was fucking wrong. 

Maybe Gina wasn't going to be neither my life-long girlfriend nor the Only One. But | had a crush on her, and | 
was thinking to ask her for a date the next Saturday Night, because, sad but true, I've never had a date since 
| was in LA. 

Please, notice that: 

IM NOT A FAGGOT OR THINGS LIKE THAT. 

IM NOT FROM A SUNDAY SCHOOL. 

So Gina might as well be a sort of- well. Let's call it FIRST STEP to unlock my possibilities to be. 


So, when | learned that she was somebody's else woman, | took it bad. 
There she went. Up to me. With an obnoxious radiant smile | haven't seen before on her face. 


"JEFF" 


she said, managing to control her emotions. 


Well. What shall | say? 

| would have wanted to be anywhere else in time and space but where | really was, but, as true men do, | 
pretended to be all right. 

My thoughts and prayers- as usual when | was going through a difficult moment- went to my BABY. 

My guitar. 


The only faithful love of my life. 
RONNIE JAMES, please! 

Come quick! 

(Save me!) 


"This guy is STEVE" 


SHIT HAPPENS 


Author's Notes: 

MY STORY IS A TRIBUTE TO MY FAVOURITE BAND OF ALL TIME. 
IT DOESN'T MEAN TO HARM ANYBODY. 

ANYWAY, IN CASE IT DOES, | APOLOGIZE. 


AS USUAL, SORRY FOR THE MISTAKES. 
LOVE U ALL, GN'R GIRLS! 
THIS IS MY GIFT FOR U. 


ENJOY! 


Chapter 13 


SHIT HAPPENS 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


Here HE fucking IS. 
The very one. 


(As shit faced as nobody else in the fucking world) 


Wait a minute, PLEASE. 

| can't see his face because of the lights of the car blinding me. 

But | don't need it. 

Ya know. 

I'm in troubles up to my neck -not to say up to my eyes. 

What the fuck. What a crappy beginning for my new life as a runaway! 
What about it, you guys? 


Don't make me fool, you cunts! 
(SHIT HAPPENS) 


His WHITE COLLAR. First thing | see. Enough to make me feel so sick | just can't breathe. 


Oh, guys. 
It hurts. 
My MAN was a fucking PRIEST. 


| was fucking going to die. 
My legs were melting grilled cheese. 


| could feel one of my spells turning on 

A bitter taste coming up from my throat. 
OMFG- 

(I think I'm going to throw up right now!) 

| really can't believe it. 

How the fuck could HE find me? 

(My feet were jellyfishes) 


| was right. My life was cursed. 

No safety no surprise 

Holy crap! 

I'm going to collapse on the ground. I'll fucking broke my head for sure- much to my STEPFATHER's joy. 
Colored dots and dancing flames suddenly filled in my sight. 

The street around me was fucking fading and melting. 

Fading. 

(Back to black) 


No it isn't. 
Its ME! 
PLEASE, GOD! HELP ME! 


I'm the one who's fading. 


| went sick. 
Last thing | remember was me- 
(collapsing) 
right in the middle of the road- 


The street. The traffic light: 


Cars hissed by me scaring me to death. 


Before falling down to the ground, all | was able to think was 
| had been caught. 


Something deep inside me fall to pieces. 


| felt ESTRANGED by my own body. 


There were someone else or whatsoever wearing my skin as if it was a fucking carnival costume. 
This poor kid laying on the tarmac wasn't me. 
So far so crap. 


This is the way | felt when it turned out I'd bumped into another fucking PRIEST. 


My brain was out of order. 

| had low sugar level in my blood and low pressure, so my head was spinning like a record. Besides, | was 
seriously underfed. | mean- all | had been able to gulp down since | left granny's home was my own fucking 
saliva. 


So, when my eyesight finally went back well enough to focusing things, | found myself- 


"What the fuck..." 


-PRETTY TIED UP 
(to a fucking seat) 


| was in a car. 


In An old, all messed up car I'd never ever seen before in my life. 
My heart was bumping to two hundred miles per hour and | was fucking sure | was going to die. 
No safety no surprise/the End 


Jim Morrison was fucking right. 
(But the End wasn't my only friend!) 
| was pooping my pants for fear. 


(Oh, God! Please! Don't let my dreams die before having even a chance! Please! HELP ME!) 


"Hi, boy" 
By the moment | turned my head to meet his eyes, my teeth were tattering as a fucking machine gun. 
Fake turtle nerd-style glasses. 


Thick dirty lenses before the narrowest myopic eyes I've ever seen in my fucking life. 


So, when | saw her face and realized, | run the risk to faint again or whatsoever. 
A warm, deep wave of relief hugged my bones and guts. 

| really couldn't believe my own eyes. 

YES. 

He really WAS a PRIEST. 

Sure. 

(No point in deny it) 

But- 


NO! 

HE WASN'T HIM. 

He wasn't that arsehole stepfather o' mine. 

He was just a poor nerd priest scared to death and trying to do his best to help a hitchhiker who suddenly 
felt sick in the middle of the driveway and run the risk to be invested by a car. 

So, | was fucking wrong. 

The Holy Bible says 


We judge a book by its cover/and read what we want /between selected lines 


All right, guys. 
Score 1,000 for you. 
Because, actually, that's what | did. 


"Are you all right?" 


His voice was itchy and warm with an ounce of ill-concealed fear in it. 
| swallowed hard. Totally unable to speak 


"Feeling better, now?" 

| nodded without a word. 

Behind that ridiculous left-winger intellectual glasses, which looked very awkward on a PRIEST's nose, his almost 
invisible eyes were sinking in deep dark bags. 

| couldn't help a chuckle. 

My FA-Ops. STEPFATHER would have put his finger at him yelling: 

Stay away from MASTURBATION! This is what it does to you! 

In spite of the relief | was experiencing, | wasn't any better. 

| was astonished. Confuse. 

Unable to breathe. 

All| could do was watching him and try to replace his smile. 

| was going into another of my panic attacks and, to be totally fair, guys, after it Turned out he wasn't my- 
ops. Again He wasn't THAT MAN, | was feeling even closer to death than before. 

It made no sense, but so it was. 

My fast and furious heartbeat was driving me crazy, and my breathe didn't want to come back to normality. 
Besides, as often occurred me after I'd been frightened to death or had a very strong sudden emotion, | was 
starting to feel an increasing wave of nausea. 

| was chilling. Sweating. Shivering and whatsoever. Really couldn't help it. 

So therefore, being all drenched in rain was the last straw. 

To cut it short, | was pretty sure that my time has come. Either from panic attack or pneumonia or 
whatsoever. 

So therefore, for a while, | thought | was going to die. 

| kept my mouth shut trying to keep my teeth under control and speed recapped in my mind my past life. 


He bended on me in concerns. 

"Where does it hurt?" 

| touched here and there to check. 
"Nowhere." 

"Really? We must be sure you're ok" 

"I am. Trust me. | really can make it" 

"Do | need me to take you to the hospital?" 
Shit. 

"NO!" 

"I'd better-" 


o, you aon'T. | will Survive. 
"No, you don't. | will 


As soon as | watched outside the window, | knew | was fucked up. 
There was the traffic light again. The TEXACO GARAGE. The fucking MALL. 
The priest, it turned out, was driving BACK to Lafayette. 


Holy crap. 

I'd better die than come back to the fucking Bailey's house! 

| had to think fast. 

"STOP THE CAR!" 

| kept yelling. 

"STOP THIS FUCKING HEAP OF JUNKS RIGHT NOW!" 

Then | realized | wasn't pretending to be carsick. | really was. 

(From the shock) 

| thought. 

| was really upset. 

(Yeah. Maybe.) 

My mouth filled with an acid fluid coming from the depth of my guts. 

(OMFG!) 

| thought, covering my mouth with both my hands not to repaint myself and his fucking car. 
My fingers full of heavy metal rings glistened ghastly in the light of the street lamps. 
Suddenly | had to throw up. 

"Stop the car! Stop it, please!" 

He braked hard, frightened by my tone of voice. 

"What's up?" 

"lm feeling sick." 

I'm not a softy, but | really was falling into pieces. 

He made a sharp turn to the right side of the street and | fucking puked all over my legs and shoes. 


Quickly he went off to open the door at my side. 
| was dazed. 
He was a fool. He was a nerd. All | fucking wanted. But he wasn't a bad person. 


"Just let it all out" 

He whispered in a soft spoken voice, holding back my hair and gently patting my back. 

"You'll be better soon" 

What the hell. 

My stepfather had NEVER did such a thing in all my life so far. 

And this poor nerd, here, without even knowing who the fuck | was, had treated me like well. 

He finally gave me one more reason to hate THAT DISGUSTING PERSON I'd left home. 

When | was finished, he handed me a Kleenex and helped me clean up my fucking self. Then he helped me to the 


car again. 


Wow. 
He did really well. 


Really moved me to tears. 


So, when he offered again to drive me to the ER. for a quick check-up, | kindly but firmly refused | assured 
him | was better, now. Really OK. | just had had a fucking choc. 


One thing | can't handle about people: when they're sure to help you and to do you a favor, well. They're going 
to FUCK U. So he was. 

On and on he went, refusing to subscribe that driving me to the Hospital maybe wasn't the right choice for 
my health. 

He didn't know my fucking story. 

"Any better, now?" 

His X ray glasses were scanning me through the thick lenses all spotted in raindrops. 

He was a very awkward man. About five feet tall. As bold as an egg. Instead of hair, he got a sort of wet 


cuckoo's nest on the top of his head. Barely kept together with half a ton of hair spray. 


"Yes, | am." 

It wasn't true, but | was scared to death at the idea to be driven to the ER. against my will, ‘cause | was 
pretty sure they'd be able to send me back home in a fucking minute. 

He watched me and released a chuckle. 

"Your cheeks are still very pale, boy. You aren't well, believe me." 

He went closer to study my eyes as if he was a fucking doctor, which annoyed me. 


"Are you on something?" 


OMFG. 
My heart skipped a beat. 
| shook my head. 


"lim fucking NOT" 
‘Sorry, father. I'm not" 


"| see." 
"I didn't mean to offend you, I'm really sorry!" 
He smiled and relaxed his back lying down his seat. 


"All right, boy. I'm sorry too. Forgive me. After all, | hadn't any right to ask you." 


Thin and shy, he actually was the living antithesis of Reverend Beetle. | realized that he was probably much 
more scared by me then | was by him and the little silver cross he was wearing on the Ift sleeve of his black 
suit jacket. 

Anyway, before doing anything that could compromise me and spoil my immediate future, although throw me 
into serious troubles, | decided to wait and see. First of all, | studied him as long as | could. 

He looked like a court jester as ugly as a dog's asshole and as good as a chocolate candy. 

Did you got the message, guys? 

But I'm not a fool, so | usually don't buy anything people tell me. | suffered too much in the present tense to 
be confident, ya know. 

He could be a nerd O07. 

A Russian spy. 

He could be from Mars. 

A fucking cop here to catch me and put my ass in jail again 

A private eye paid by THE FAKE PROPHET. 

| didn't know. 

Whoever he was, | was going to unfold his secret. 

| had to think fast and stay calm. 

| stared at him with the most frozen look | could perform. 

Cool hand and cold blood. 

(Add a dog-eat-dog-sly-smile and the dish is served) 


"Whe-where we are, now?" 

| asked in a treble voice | failed to recognize as mine. 
No need to say | was terrorized. 

‘lm taking you straight to the ER, little son" 

(Oh. FUCK!) 

No need to say that blood freeze in my veins. 


You dirty old man! | thought. You fucking rat! 


| went mad. 

"| TOLD YOU IM OK! DON'T NEED ANY ER! SO, STOP THE CAR AND LET ME GO!" 

"Stay calm, boy. You are SICK. l'm a priest. A Minister of Jesus. And you, in spite of what you go on saying, 
ARE unwell. | mean- do you know? You've scared me to death collapsing that way right in the middle of the 
road! There were losts of incoming cars and trucks! You could be invested or, | don't know. Listen. You fell 
headfirst on the tarmac. This is why you felt sick and confused. Do you understand what | mean? Your brain 
may have been damaged by that fell.” 

"He took a big, dramatic breathe. 


"Your life could be in real danger!" 


"But I'm not!" 

| snapped, managing to open the door. 

"Really. Try to see it by my point of view. | don't know why you'd collapsed, and neither do you. Maybe you're 
really sick and you don't know. Who can say it? There's no point in deny you need medical help. Trust me. l'm 
very concerned for you, boy. Really want to make sure you're ok. You can trust me. Don't want you to get 
worse or- God Knows what else-" 

(To touch wood, | quickly grabbed my bollocks and squeezed it) 

"-because of lack of rescue." 

"Thank you so much!" | replied, a bit offended. "All | really need, now, is your OPTIMISM!" 

No need to tell you that he DIDN'T take the hint. He just went straight his own way. 

His free hand suddenly grabbed my shoulder giving me the shivers. 

"Listen to me, boy" 

His voice is firm and deep. 

| rolled my eyes but kept my mouth shut. 

"Your nose is bleeding. You'd just thrown up all over yourself, so, well- I'm pretty sure then, besides your 
though attitude, | can see a lost sheep- and this frightens me. Cause, since | found you collapsed on the road, 
l'm THE ONLY ONE who's responsible for you. In front of mankind, sure. But, best of all, of Our Lord Jesus 
Christ." 

OMFG. 

(Here he is. Another one Religious maniac. What shall | do to get rid of them once for all?) 

Really didn't like it there. 

Things were taking a turn for the worse. 

| was fucked up. So, on he went. 

"Your shoulders are shivering. Look. I'm pretty sure you got a temperature. Anyway, why were so upset? Why 
did you collapse? You can trust me, boy. | really can keep a secret. It's my job. Look. l'm a ROMAN CATHOLIC 
PRIEST. | won't tell anybody. Cross on my heart. There's something | must learn about you, little son? You'd 
better tell me. | can help you or give you some tips. Otherwise I'll drive you straight to the hospital.” 

| swallowed hard. 

He was right. 

He must know. 

In his shoes, I'd do the same. 

His right hand shifted from the gear to my thigh. 

| screamed. 

(Scaring him to death) 

His cuckoo's nest, on the top of his head, couldn't stand the shock and collapsed in a fucking mess. 

| chuckled. Couldn't help. 

It reminded me of my Steven King's latest book. SHINING. My favorite one. He cited a world-famous painting by 
GOYA in it 

THE SLEEP OF REASON CREATES MONSTERS. 

Well. So does HAIRSPRAY! 


"Tell me the truth. I'm a priest. You can trust me for sure. I'll never betray you." 


| shook my head and started crying angrily. 


He pretended to ignore my tears. 

"Don't you understand? You may have caught yourself a bad concussion. You could have died-" 

| cut it short. 

"But I'm not" 

Then | started talking. 

| was supposed to have a weight on my chest to discharge. 

He was absolutely right. All | needed was a fucking shoulder. 

What went out of my mouth without control was a river of words. Years of ill-threatening. Beatings. 
Recriminations. Out it all went like a black dirty rain. | was barely able to breathe. 

He watched me in silence for a while. 

"What's your father's name?" 

"STEPFATHER!" 

| snapped, giving a kick to my backpack at my feet. 

He watched me with his glistening eyes full of sorrow and empathy and smiled. 

"Do you feel like talking about it, boy?" 

"NO!" 

| yelled at the top of my lungs. 

Oh, guys. It still hurts so much! 

Mine was a still bleeding injures. | just couldn't get rid of all that pain by merely discharging it on some 
stranger's shoulder. Its not so easy. It's a lie. Besides, | couldn't | didn't want to run the risk to be rude or to 
be very outspoken 


| couldn't afford it to be abandoned because of my bitter tongue. 


With your bitch slap rappin’ 
You'll get nothing done 


(Good lyrics for a new killer song. Just needs a kickass riff) 

My yell was a mistake. 

He frightened him and made him FREAK OUT. 

| watched in disbelief as he popped on air and pushed the brake so hard the car started gambling. 

Oh, guys. 

(FUCK!) 

He was ANYTHING BUT a rally pilot, so we had a narrow squeak when we missed the DEEP (LETHAL) IMPACT 
with an incoming truck. 

"No hospital, please." 

| gasped, trying to keep my lungs down, 

"l'm not coming. That's it." 

| took one of the hundreds rosaries hooked to the rear-view mirror and squeezed the little cross so strong it 
painfully printed the minuscule silhouette of Jesus on my palm. 

I'm fine, Father. No hospital for me." 

"But you have to, little son!" He answered back. 

No way. | was entrapped to death. 

Against my will, | lost my ghost of pride. 


"Please! Please!" | cried loudly. "Don't do this to mel” 

(Take me to the end of the linel) 

A river of hate grew inside me. 

(May God curse all the priest in the world!) 

So, desperate and hopeless as | was in that terrible moment, my mind delivered this lyrics for a new kickass 
rock ballad. 

(I'd like to call it ONE IN A MILLION) 


Don't need your religion 
Don't watch that much TV. 
Just makin’ my livin, baby 
Well that's enough for me 


| was shivering hard. My teeth hadn't stop tattering loudly. | was stinky sure I'd caught myself a cold or a 
pneumonia. And my long wet hair flowing down my back really didn't help me to feel any better. 

My clothes were all soaked in water and puke. 

Then, there had been the TRAUMA. 

The lethal chock | suffered 

Besides, in spite of my guts still upset, | was dehydrated. Not to say | was literally starving. 

| was very weak. Angry. Disappointed. 


(What else?) 


| was also fucking lost- or so | thought. 

It was a shit it here. 

Fuck. 

(SHIT fucking HAPPENS!) 

| was feeling crappy. 

There was no point in denying it. | knew I'd better seen a doctor, but, most of all, | was aware of the risk he 
could call the police and fuck my dreams forever. 

Now | was an underage runaway. A fucking OUTLAW. 

| went through this before, so I'd better died than go to the hospital. 

No way. 

I'll never come back home. Not in this life. 

Home means troubles 

(beatings and lashes) 

| the rosary on and watched the little glistening plastic cross on my chest. It was funny on my Motorheads 
sweatshirt, but some way it really fitted. 

What shall | say, guys? 


There was where my passion for crucifixes begun. 


He gave it to my and added a second one of a different color and manufacture. 


"You can keep it, if you please” 


Then he finally took a big breath and | knew | had won the war. There'd be no hospital for me, that day. 
Maybe, instead, I'd found a friend. 
A way out from my past life. 


He finally gave up his wows and introduced himself. 


"What?" 

| asked in disbelief. 

"Father..." 

| swallowed hard. 

"MERRIL?" 

(Are you kidding?) 

OMG. 

Where did | landed? On fucking Mars? 

"Did you see The Exorcist?" 

He nodded in silence and released a chuckle. 

"You too, boy!" 

He made a resigned whisper. 

"Since that blessed movie had been released, | got no peace. | mean- try to picture it. Everybody makes a fool 
of me because of my name. Besides, being Roman Catholic doesn't help." 
| chuckled again. 

After all I'd been wrong in judging him. 

He was a rice person, though he was a PRIEST. 

He rolled his eyes in FAKE disbelief just to amuse me. 
"Forgive me, God!" 

He theatrically shouted. 

"| wasn't the one who killed Jesus Christ!" 

Then he prayed me. 

"Don't put me in cross, please!" 

"| didn't mean" 


‘lm only trying to help you!" 


(Yeah. Sure. But you're fucking not. Trust mel) 


(ooops!) 


What the fuck 

I've undervalued him. 

HOLY CRAP. 

What the fuck. 

(I'm afraid he's a tough guy!) 


"Please, Father. | beg you!" 

Nothing doing. 

My eyes filled in tears. 

"l" | said, putting my right hand right on my heart to touch him "if | were you, wouldn't drive someone to the 
hospital against his will. Never ever." 

"But | want to make sure to do the right thing-" 

"Do you really?" 

He nodded. 

"Yes. | do." 

"Well. Drive me somewhere else but not home and not to the hospital, and I'd be grateful to you since now to 


eternity!" 


He quickly went into REVERSE. 
Did it without a word. 


We drifted aside for a long while without saying a single word on the motor way 25. 

He told me he was going to Garfield and | agreed being left there. 

All right, guys. 

| fucking was aware that Garfield was light-years far away from California, of course. But, at least, it was on 
my way to LA. 

There was rain in the window. 

All | saw was wet and grey. 

Fields. Meadows. Farm houses. Cars. 

All buried alive in a sort of Steven King's toxic FOG. 

(And the ROAD. MY WAY) 


The landscape fitted me like hand in glove. 

Then it happened. 

He suddenly lost the control of the wheel and we started sliding hard. 

No need to say, because of the not very self-confident driver, I'd almost pissed my pants. 
"Good God!" 

He cried. 

He fought against a rude word going to bursting out of his mouth desperately trying to keep his self-control. 
He managed to lower his voice. 

"l'm afraid we've just got a PUNCTURE!" 

"Shit" 

| said, shivering in my wet Motorheads. 

"I'm fucked up." 

| didn't need to apologize. 

He wasn't listening to me. 

Believe it or not, that fool Servant of God was PRAYING. 

l'm not kidding. 


| rolled my eyes. 


He was a good person, of course. But he also was a MORON. 

Thanking God for WHAT? 

(For having got a puncture?) 

It really made no sense to me. 

What about ya, guys? 

All he did was SAYING THE f. ROSARY instead of cursing and running out of the car to try to change the 
punctured wheel. l'm wordless. 

He WAS a poor silly thing. 

C'mon, guys. Tell me. 

Which kind of God do ya think could ever want a servant like this one? 
Then | saw the NEON LIGHTS. 

And my heart skipped a beat. 

Once again, | rolled my eyes and | watched. 


| was ASTONISHED. 


(Nice shot, Father MERRILL!) 

Enough to base a movie on. 

| slapped myself in the face to make sure | was awake. 
| fucking was. 

| learned that sometimes reality passes imagination. 

It was a pantomime. 

A dirty funny joke. 

Try to guess, guys. 

WHERE did this poor Christian arsehole got a puncture? 
Where ever a nerd priest who drives like an earthworm and has more or less the IQ of a rotten clam could 
GOT A PUNCTURED WHEEL? 

Here's the shocking truth. 

You 'd better sit down. 


HOT LIPSTICK 
NIGHTCLUB 


said the fat glossy letters of a kiss-shaped neon sign 

Two scarlet lips, as inviting and glossy as a lollypop as fucking thirsty for lust as the mortal sin itself were 
fucking just waiting for me. 

Well, guys. 

That's it. 

You know. 

In spite of what that bore stepfather of mine says, l'm a normal teenager with normal teenager lusts. 

So, after | saw that red lips-shaped luminous sign, the testosterone rose up to my brain and turned me into a 
SEXUAL MANIAC thirsty for FUCK in half a second. 

| had to put together all my strength and all my anger to focusing on my real goal and fight my sudden lust 


for sex. 
You know, guys- l'm seventeen 
I'm a sexual innuendo 


in this burning paradise 
Sounds good. More. TERRIFIC. 
(By the way. | thought | could be able to kiss those lips ALL NIGHT LONG till death) 


RATED XXX SHOW 
ADULTS ONLY 


HOLY CRAP. 

What the fuck. 

| said nothing. 

| was totally speechless. 


SECOND DEGREE MURDER 
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chapter 14 


SECOND DEGREE MURDER 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


What the hell, ya guys. 

You really won't believe it. 

It's on all papers. | swear to God I'm speechless. 

l'm not a softy, but I'm really fucked up. 

It's the hit of the day. 

So the Boss made it, at last! He wanted the fame, and here it is. You got the first page on the LAA TIMES. 
Nice stuff. Really. I'm dozed and amazed. 


Gimme five. Nice shot, man! 


LA. TIMES 
4 February, 1919 


Italian notorious mafia Boss, in 


hiding since ITTI, found dead: food poisoning, says the coroner. 
Suspected a sea food pizza eaten in a downtown infamous pizzeria. 


Strong reprisals are not unexpected 


Gennarino Sottocorno, mafia gang Boss, in hiding since ITTl and charged with many murderers went unpunished, 
gets sick and dies after a dinner with his gang in an infamous downtown LA. Pizzeria raised by Mr. Salvatore 


Caputo. 


The Coroner had found out that the rests of the sea food pizza found in the victim's stomach were rotten 
Afterwards, the Pizzeria, whose name at the moment is still top secret, has been sealed by the LAPD. 

In I716, the same restaurant had been the theatre of a show down between two rival gangs and, in the last 
five years, it has been set on fire twice after night riots. 

The owner, Salvatore Caputo, doomed and suspected of matia-style criminal conspiracy, had been arrested and 
charged with Second Degree Murder. 

The LAPD is still questioning him. 

The survival eye- witnesses are hidden under the police protection in a safe top secret place to avoid any 


reprisal by the dead's gang. 


So, what shell | say? 

Many compliments, man. 

Standing ovation 

The chronicle is all for youl You're the case of the day! 

LA. is a fucking jungle. It get worse here every day, but you had been able to get the pole position 

Bingo. 

So you're done with your fucking pummarola, at last! 

Visto? 

| told you it would end in a crappy way. 

You can suck, man. Sure you can. Here you are. You really asked for it. 

So, today I'm pretty sure that there's a God looking at us from the top of the sky. But I'll tell you this, guys: 
after I'd met a couple of times Bill's father, who's a fanatic religious, l've choose the Dark Side of the Moon. 
If nothing else, I'm not involved in the crash. However, let me tell you this. | like pizza as anybody else in the 
world. It's tasty and fills your stomach making you waste a few bucks, so you can afford it even it you got a 
very low budget. 

You may say you doesn't give a fuck, but mine its just an example to make you understand the hygienic 


standards of my now-former Boss. So once | had tasted his. 


Well, well, well. 


You never can Tell 


Let me go on Believe it or not, I've been so sick after eaten it that | just couldn't hold anything down for a 
couple of days. My stomach was so fucking rotten | had to stay in bed with a puke bucket between my knees. 
l'm not kidding. 

Did you u8nderstand what | went through? 

He deserved what he got. 

And l'm not sorry for him. 

The problem is that I've lost my job, and, at the moment, | haven't anything else in sight. I'm looking forward 
for Bill to join me here in LA, but | need to earn money for both of us. 


This is why lm so miserable. 


Mine was an olive filled pizza. And | can tell you, guys, my eyes had seen in disbelief most of that fucking 


olives RUNAWAY on their fucking legs from the slice of pizza | was going to put in my mouth. 

Do you like cockroaches, guys? 

| fucking don't. 

That's what it really were. 

Healthy, big, black polished LA. cockroaches. 

Believe it or not. lm not a softy, but | threw my own brain up when | went into them. 

This is why I'm not surprised someone had died after a pizza party in there. 

When the cops went to take the Boss's fucking ass in prison in handcuffs, he was sick with a cold. His nose 
didn't stop running over the slices of tomato and mozzarella cheese and all the fucking stuff ready to dress 
his fucking pizzas. So he was spreading all over the food lethal germs. You should have seen the bottom of the 
olive oil bottles. Holy shit, guys. It was a lethal weapon. 

What was he going to do, a sort of Anthrax Pizza? 

So it has turned out his fucking phlegm is his top secret main ingredient. Trust me. He added it by coughing on 
the frozen discs of pasta ready to be dressed. 

What about it, guys? 

How does it sound? 

And, of course, | can guess that the frozen discs of pasta are ages old. No need to say that save money was 
the Boss's only concerning. The words HEALTH and SANITY really mean nothing to him. 

The tragedy happened during my night out boozing with Steve Coletti, who's Gina amazing older brother. 

He's a rocker and he really rocks, guys. Trust me. So it took us one only night together and a shared bottle of 
Uncle Jack to become close friends. 

By the way. Do you still remember my friend Gina? Ok She's a very cool girl, and so is her brother. Well, we 
had a great time, together! Steve, his band mates and |. We went out on Saturday night. The Sunset Strip was 
incredible. | must say I'd been there already, but anytime is like the very first one, to me. Its a sort of toxic 
Walhalla. An heavy metal kingdom made just for me by a Superior God. A Gold mile all covered in coke and 
heroin Rock stars are crashed everywhere. Boozed. On heavy drugs. And l'm looking for dope, too. There're 
pushers everywhere. For all pockets. Hanging there with Steve and his crew, | learned that heaven does really 
exists and it's a place on Earth. 

So | felt at home on the Strip since day one. 

For the first time since I've been there, in two weeks, I've felt as a real LA. guy. And this is amazing, for an 
urchin raised in Lafayette! 

| just can't wait for Bill to come and join us! 

He won't believe his own eyes when, for the first time, he'll put his foot on the magical Strip. 'm pretty sure 
he'll like this bunch of tough guys as much as | did since day one. 

Oh, please, Bill 


Please, please, come quick! 
There's a heaven above us, baby! 
The trouble is: no job, no money. 


Sad but true. 


Let's change the mood from glad to sadness 


The Doors. LA. Woman. One of my favorite song of all time. 
| thought. 
What the hell have | got to offer him when he'll finally join me here? 


HOT LIPSTICK CLUB 
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Chapter 15 


HOT LIPSTICK CLUB 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


I'm a little better now that I've eaten 

The Good Samaritan has just bought me two hotdogs. | won't forget it, guys. Those two sandwiches are the 
first thing I've had in more than twenty-four hours. 

And | can tell you, guys, being fed up is a very nice feeling. 

That crappy queasiness, that light-head feeling and even that sense of nausea has subsided, at last. And | 
found out that it was because | was on an empty stomach. 

Once again, it's my stepfather's fault. 

Don't put the blame on me, but | just can't stand him. 

The weather is crappy. 

It hadn't stop raining for two days, now, and the streets are muddy and wet. 

I'm feeling blues and shitty and miserable as I've never been before in my life so far. But | feel not guilty. I'm 
a fucking victim. That's what | fucking am. Its more like if anything | touch turns into shit. 

This includes me. 

Like it or not, I'm his own creature. He raised me as he fucking wanted. Gospels and lashes in my teeth with 
his fucking belt. Sunday roasts and beatings. Apple pies and curses. He forced the Gospel down my throat with 
violence and cheating me without respect for my rights as a human being. All| was for my stepfather cared 
about me was my six octaves and four half tunes voice. Nothing more than this. He didn't care about William 
Bruce. Really didn't. 

Oh, God. It hurts. 

| feel like that lyric of that Pink Floyd song | love so much. It moves me to tears. 

Do you guys know HEY YOU? 


Hey you 
Out there in the cold 
Getting lonely, getting old 


Can you hear me? 


But nobody can, 

Ok, Bil. Don't worry. 

Enjoy your freedom. 

Try to see the bright side. 


You have eaten, at least! You're feeling a lot better than before. So don't worry. 


| don't worry about nothing 


Cause worrying is a waste of my time 


This is the way l'm feeling since | left home. 


I'm turning seventeen, but | feel like | was going to be seventy. My eyes are dried for too much crying. 


Got a sore throat. 

Hungry. 

Wet. 

And the rain. 

This time it's up to STING. FRAGILE. 


On and on the rain will fall 
Like tears from a star 
Like tears from a star 

On and on the rain will say 
How fragile we are 


How fragile we are. 


l'm totally disappointed and sick of it all. 
The priest's car is an agony. 

We're fucked. 

The car is fucked. 


No easy way out. 


One more time, Music is my only friend. For Jim Morrison was absolutely right. 


No safety no surprise 


THE END 


I'm watching all my past life in slow motion. 


No one here gets out alive. 


Yeah. 


LAFAYETTE 

Town of The Living Dead 

Indiana, USA. 

Many compliments, Bill 

As a sensitive you got a future, trust me. 

A real crappy one. 

The priest is praying and crying. 

l'm cursing and damning my fucking soul forever. 
Forget you God, This is what | think. 

KILL YOUR IDOL 

-and send my credentials to the Concurrence. 
All| want is a way out. Whatever it may be. Clean or not. 
An easy way out. Don't give a shit. 


Must go away from this house of detention before going insane and losing my mind forever. 


My mouth is dry while I'm watching the scene in disbelief. 

| wish | had a time machine, but | haven't any. So | can't rewind my life not to meet this dumb priest on my 
way to the fortune and fame. 

He'd spoiled anything for me. 

What shell | do? 

We're entrapped here, outside a fucking red lights nightclub. 

He's a fucking priest. And I'm an underage runaway. 

Tell me, ya guys. 

Could you picture something worst that this? 

| really can't. 


It makes no sense to me. 


"And now? What shell we do?" 

The rat-priest looks at me and smiles, the he open his arms and rolls his eyes to the sky. 

Then he got an idea. So | see him coming close to me just to put a hand on my shoulder. And then he watches 
me with his x-ray glasses for a while just to shot his 1,000,000 Dollars question. 

"Tell me, boy. Can you change a wheel?" 

OMG. 

All | can do is gulping down without a word. 

He's really a moron as I've never seen one similar before. 

"l'm afraid not." 

| can see his Faith is about to collapse for a long, desperate lapse of time. The more he tries to deny it, the 
more the sense of dub get inside his soul. 


Once again, Music is the answer. Music is my only friend. 
Pink Floyd. HEY YOU. 


.. and the worms ate into his brain 


“There's one chance left" he answers, his eyes glistering in the dark behind the thick myopic lenses. "Let's pray 
the Lord God will provide." 

| watch him in disbelief, crazily searching in his four wheels temple's dashboard full of holy relics, rosaries and 
all sorts of small holy pictures you can picture in your mind. 

It was a real mess. 

I's a pity you haven't seen the scene, guys. 

Trust me. 

You ought to. 

It fucking worth it. 

| can tell you this. Trying to find something there inside with the only help of the poor light of the half-blind 
street lamp above us was a pure madness. 

Did you get the message? 

"There are no two ways about it" | try to explain to my clumsy savior "we've got to leave immediately. 
There's no time to lose." 


"What the hell are you looking for, Father?" | asked, then | found out a pocket electric torch on the bottom of 
the his shivering hands. 

And what does he? 

He doesn't say something like... | don't know. You know. What usually people says in those circumstances. Nice 
shot, guy or things like that to thank me. He really doesn't. Not for all the tea in China! Because he's not a 
normal person, after all. He's a fucking priest. 

One more time, | roll my eyes in disbelief. 

Priests. Ministers of Cult. Shepherds. Preachers. 

Shit happens. Ok 

But why does it happens so fucking often? 

| really don't understand why. 

| see myself as a sort of fucking magnetic needle specially designed to attract them religious men 

Oh, dear me! I've found another one! 

And | bitterly tell to myself: 

William Bruce Bailey, Jr. Kissed by the destiny. 

What a luck you got, guy! 

All he does is praying the Lord and talking to Him. | don't exist, for him. He crosses me with his eyes. And this 
reminds me of that else arsehole I'm trying to leave forever going away from this fucking Town of the Living 
Dead. 

Holy shit. 

Here's another one. 

It's unfair! 

What did | do to deserve this, Lord? 


Can you tell me? 


| try to make him understand. To make him use his brain, but he's totally hopeless. 


His head is on the clouds. Literally. 


Lights are on but, honestly, there's nobody at home. 
Ok, Bill. Stay calm and try to think fast. 
You have to find a fucking way out before it's too late. 


And on he goes with his Bible. He cites anything he finds. Prayers. Invocations. Gospel. Saint John's Apocalypse. 
All his stuff. All the dirty trick. And what about Yours Sincerely, guys? 

He tries with the invocations. | put the curses. 

Cause l'm fucking sure that the old Mr Mojo Risin’ aka Jim Morrison was fucking right when, in THE SOFT 
PARADE, he wrote 


You cannot petition the Lord 
With prayers! 


I'm so sick of it all here that | could make Jean Paul Sartre throw up. 

l'm not kidding. 

I'm done with him. 

| really don't need his religion 

| don't need no God at all. 

| can watch myself on my own. 

Trust me, guys. 

| don't know who-or what God is or isn’t. But I'm not scared by Him as | used to be. No more. 
And | feel a lot better, now. 

For the very first time in my life, I've found peace. 


What a relief has been, for me, the loss of God! 


| HAVE TO FIND A WAY TO LEAVE. 
MUST RUNAWAY. LEAVE HIM HERE, IN HIS OWN SHIT. 


This is what my wicked mind screams at the top of its lungs. 

| have to mind my own business because l'm in a serious danger, here. 

The die is cast. 

| just cannot come back. 

Mine at home should have noticed 

| can be found and discovered any moment. 

They'd have got the message for sure. | really don't know whether they want me back home or not and | don't 
give a shit. But I'm fucking sure that they had already denounced my escape to the Lafayette fucking cops. 

In this moment, they might be looking for me all over the town, so | must be careful and watch my back. 


No need to say that this Serve of God full of good will and better intentions is spoiling anything to me. 


I'm fucking speechless. | really am. 
Where the fuck am 1? 
Is this THE TWILIGHT ZONE? 


Meanwhile, the Good Samaritan quit his prayers, at last. 

So, thanks to God or whatever for Him, and much to my relief, he carefully closes his Holy Bible and put it 
back in his safe dashboard. Then he turns to meet my eyes and starts talking. 

"Listen to me, kid. | want to give you a tip. Please, do as | say. Stay into the car and don't move. Can you? 
There's no reason for you to quit the car. You are wet. Maybe you've got a fever. | don't know, but you're not 
very well for sure. Am | right?" 

| nod just because there's no point in deny it. 

He's dumb. Not blind. 

"Stay here and wait for me to come back. | must manage to change that damned punctured wheel. Ok? I've 
never done it before, so | don't know whether | can do it or not. To be sincere, I'm afraid I'd need somebody's 
hand. But, in any case, | shouldn't take much too long. | told you I'd have helped you and | will. Trust me, boy. | 
promise you. So, please, turn the heating on and try to dry your hair before you get a pneumonia. Did you get 
the message?" 

| check into my jacket and find out a cigarette, put it quickly into my lips and look for my lighter hidden on the 
bottom of one of my pockets. 

"And please, don't smoke! For God's sake, boy! Would you mind to throw that cigarette away from me and my 
car? Trust me, boy. I's poison for you, at your age!" 

But | didn't. 

| just do my best to hide it behind my back hoping not to set my seat on fire. 

"Quit smoking now" he warns me. "Before you'll get hooked. Please, trust me! | don't want you to die so young!" 
As an answer, unseen, instead of touching wood, | squeeze my fucking bollocks. 

Pneumonia. 

Premature death. 

What else? 

| squeeze it again. 

What a silly ideal 

| nod again just to shut him up, to get rid of him. 

He's surely not nasty. Besides, his generosity really moves me deep inside, but it's my life what is in danger, 
and | have to think fast. Alone. On my fucking own. 

So | decide that probably, at the moment, to wet myself as best as | can is the best thing | can do for my 
health. | turn the heating on and start minding my own business in peace when suddenly | feel a strong pain in 
my stomach. 

You, fucking arsehole! 

Dirty old rat! 

My belly is a bloody book 

Do you know what | mean? 

Have you ever read Clive Barker's? 

| fucking had. And | can tell you that is what my belly has become. 

A bloody-red book. 

Any fucking where | open it, Its red. 

Your fucking belt buckle has been printed on my stomach skin as a permanent tattoo. Not to forget whose 
fucking bastard son of a bitch I'd been raised by. And | swear you | won't, dear precious fake daddy. | really 
won't. Not in this life. 


My back it's not better than my belly, because it hurts too very much anytime | lean against the seat one. 
Because of my stepfathers beatings, I'm really falling into pieces. My his God curse his soul forever and ever 


again. 


All| need is that forbidden cigarette. I'm so nervous only smoking can relax me. Besides, after I've eaten so 
much and so fast, | really need it. It fucking helps my digestion 

| turn my pockets inside out to find my Lucky Strikes box, trying to re-taste in my mouth the smell of the 
first puff, when, much to my disappoint, | see the dark shadow of the Good Samaritan coming back to the car. 
Caught by surprise, | start coughing my lungs out. 

"You have been warned, boy!" 

He puts his finger at me. 

"You asked for it!" 

Fuck off, arsehole! 

Get out of my way. 

But | can't talk him this way. | really can't. 

So | have no choice. 

There's nothing | can do without putting myself in troubles worse than | fucking am already. 

| must throw my cigarette out of the window, take a deep breath and pretend it's all right. 


He can suck. 


Stay calm, Bill. 
Hold your breath and count to ten 


"Listen to me, boy. You have been told to quit. Please, do it without discussions. Would you mind? It's your 
choice. Either you do it, or leave my car right now. Once again. Smoking kills. Did you ginger hothead get the 
message?" 

| nod in silence. 

"Will you quit smoking right now?" 

"| fucking will." 


Is your Bible what really kills. Not smoking. 


This is what I'd like to scream him right on his cuckoo's face, but | keep my mouth shut. 
What | need is an easy way out. Not a boring preach. 


Good for me, guys. 


When he leaves me again to disappear into the half darkness of the square, | put my cigarette back into my 
lips and take a big tasty puffy in spite of him! 


He can suck. 
| find out that if | really want to give my escape a chance, a real one, | have to cut the rope right now. 


Leaving him in his own shit was cruel but necessary to save my life. 


Good Samaritans like this one makes more damages than hail. Trust me. 

I'm experienced. 

My stepfather taught me a lot of things, but this is the very best one. 
First Jungle Rule. 

Mind your own business. 

All the rest can suck. 

Cut the weak ring of the chain if you really wa chance to survivel 

If you doesn't do it, you'll get nothing done. 

| have to find a way to runaway unseen. 

And believe me, guys! 

It's no easy. 

| watch him scratching his head as bold as an egg under the falling rain trying to find a way to change that 
wheel, and he's pathetic. Never seen a hopeless guy as he's. 

There's no dub left he's a poor moron. Ok. 

But | cannot run the risk to be caught. Can |? 

lm seventeen, but | haven't had my driving license, yet, because of my stepfather. He didn't allow me for my 
bad marks at school, so | have no idea of how to replace a punctured wheel. 
I'm really sorry, Father. 

| can't help you. 

| got a one chance left in a nine lives cat. 

So bye-bye, man. 

So long. 

And please, don't take it so bad. 

There's a heaven above you, man! 

Thanks for all. But now, leave me alone! 

It's getting much too late. 

Good bye, Father. 

Keep off troubles, if you can 


Well, guys. 
lf anybody of you has a tip for me, this is the right moment. 


The Good Samaritan is always trying to do what it might being done but he just can't help himself, so all he's 
doing is throwing his arms to the sky and pray his precious God to take him out of that crappy situation as 


soon as possible. 


He's a poor old man came out from a funny joke. 

Trust me, guys. My sister Amy, who's just 13, is better than him as mechanical. 

I'm fucking not kidding. 

This is the shocking true. 

Even a little girl would do the trick! 

She has never seen a wheel in her life, but I'm sure, in case of emergency, she'd be able to do the right thing. 


He doesn't understands a shit about motors, so l'm pretty surprised that someone, some time, had given him a 


driving license. 

He's totally denied, but he doesn't give up the fight. 

Maybe because of his Blind Faith. 

Good for you, man. 

| got no Faith left in God, but I'm pretty sure you'll need all of it, going onl 

No, guys. 

l'm not a fucking arsehole like my stepfather is. 

I've tried, but | just can't leave him here alone. 

He had tried to help me as better as he could, and | can't just get rid of him because he's so awkward. 
l'm not a motherfucker, | told you. 

He had picked me up from the street when | was starving and all wet. In our way here, he'd even found a 
hotdog stall and bought me two sandwiches and a big coke to fill in my stomach. I've devoured anything fast as 
| was a werewolf right here, in his car. 


"Eat slowly!" He cried. But of course | didn’t. "Don't choke, if you can!" 


| must be grateful to him. 

This is why | just can't leave him here in his own puke. 
I'm not that arsehole. 

Oh, God. 

Here he's coming. 


All| can do is throwing my cigarette butt. 


"Nothing doing!" he cries, desperately shaking his bold head and spreading water all over inside the car. 
Bullshit. 


You'rehopeless, man. 


‘Our only chance left is trying to find somebody's help" 

| roll my eyes in disbelief. 

"Whoever may help us? We're alone-" 

He send his eyes to the sky. 

"Jesus Christ. He can do anything.’ 

OMG. 

Keep my hands off him, please! 

He'd just fed me, | can't kill him because of his fucking religious obsession. Can |? 


All| can see in the nearby is 


OPERATION PETTICOAT 
Rated xxx Shows 


That shocking pink kiss-shaped letters glistening in the rain. 


Well, guys. 


| got the message. 


Now. Let me tell you something about that. 

I'm a teenager. The word SEX is printed in letters made of fire in my head all the time. 

So, hypnotized by my own testosterone, | fling myself out of the Good Samaritan's car in spite of him and 
what I've been told 


Right after | hear his voice. 


"Hey youl" | heard him shout. "Where're you going?" 
No need to say | didn't paid him too much attention. 
"Come back into the car, boy! Please, come back!" 
And then- oh, shit, guys. 

Then | see it. 


Suddenly | see it, buried alive in the rain 


The back rear window has got something familiar. 
l'm not making a blunder. 


I've eaten. I'm fine. I'm not on LSD or something like that. 


Oh my fucking God. 
Holy shit. 


My heat is breaking my chest cage. 

| really can't breath. 

The two hotdogs I've just eaten are coming up my throat fast. 
| feel like throwing up. 

The sticker is sparkling in the street lamp light. 

It dazzle my to blindness. 


HOLY ROLLER PENTECOSTAL CHURCH 
Lafayette, Indiana 


A slap in my face. 
A kick in my stomach. 


What the fuck 

It's not possible! 

| try to make myself buy that I'm only dreaming. 

But there's no point in deny the truth. I'm fucking not. 


| just can't breath. 


I'm collapsing on the road. 


Don't faint!-don't faint!-don't faint!-don't faint!-don't faint!- don't faint! !-don't faint!-don't faint!-don't faint!- 


don't faint!-don't... 


Screams a very weak childlike voice somewhere deep inside me. 
Whose this voice? 
| really don't know. 


All | know is that I'm floating in the air. 
Going to hit the ground for sure. 


OMG. 

Holy shit. 

I'm not feeling well. 
Not at all. 

Trust me, guys. 

I'm really getting sick. 


The road-the fucking rain-the street lamp. 
All is sickly rolling. 


HHHH 0000 LLLL YYYY.. 


Oh, fuck. 

I'm feeling so crappy- 

I've been sweating. 

A wave of nausea crept over me. 


My hands went to my stomach and | moaned in pain. 


| was struggling to keep my meal inside, but there was no point in fighting again nausea. It was getting worse 


and worse. 
| never thought I'd hate hot dogs as much as | do in that fatal moment. 
Suddenly, a lot of hot saliva fills my mouth, then an evil laugh grows deep inside me as a fucking earthquake. 


| had to puke. 
Just at the sight of his rotten car, my stomach turned. 
That's what that arsehole stepfather o'mine does me. 


| cleaned my mouth on my sleeve without crying. I'm not a softy. Now I'm not Bill Bailey anymore. I'm Axl 
FUCKING Rose. 

A tough guy. 

And tough guys don't cry for motherfuckers. 


Once | was finished, | calmed down a bit and realized that | was going to revenge on him. He was pretty tied up. 


Fucked up. 
| even started singing. 


Your ballrooms days are over, 
You dirty old rat! 
l'm not kidding. 


You've been warned 


MY EYES HAVE SEEN YOU 
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Chapter lb 


MY EYES HAVE SEEN YOU 
William Bruce (Bil) Bailey 


"Say your fucking prayers, PREACHERI!" 


ALONE 

Feeling sick and destroyed with a revenge to take. 

In that dirty cathouse parking. 

Crying and kicking and screaming my lungs off in the rain praying for the pain to subside 
(but, of course, it didn't) 

Unluckily, the waterfall wasn't strong enough to wash the pain away. 

Spewing my hate in the Dark. 

My only medicine, it turned out, was REVENGE. 


| suddenly changed my mood for the best and, watching the rain wash my poor messed All Stars all covered in 
puke, | finally released an evil laugh. 


Cause now | DID know what to do. 


Once again, Jim Morrison went out from the Darkness to help me and gave me the inspiration | was in need 
for. 
The SPY. Right what | WAS. 


A SPY. In the HOUSE OF LOVE. 
| tossed a look to the street half-blind lamps and grinned Sid Vicious's way to the incoming night which, usually, 


| thought, was made for protecting criminals and lovers. 


It could be my goal. 


| know your deepest secret fears 


| mean- Father 'M-SHTTING-MY-PANTS-FOR-FEAR- as | nicknamed my first rider, aka the Poor Nerd Catholic 
Priest- at the moment was out of sight, at least. Gone for help. 

Oh, guys! 

| really didn't know replacing a punctured wheel was such a pain in the ass! Anyway, being alone, | thought | had 
some time to make a path for my long-life-dreamed revenge. 

Besides, it gave me a chance to be alone with myself to face my emotions and discharge some of the pain and 
sorrow by laughing and crying or doing both things at the same time. 


| was going through something I've never faced before in my life, so | was unprepared. It was something like 


So nobody ever told you baby 


How it was gonna be 
The lyrics for a song | was cuddling in my mind. 


What more could YOU ask from me 

How could you say that | never needed you 
When you took EVERYTHING 

Said you took EVERYTHING from me 


He must pay hell for what he did me and my family. 

| knew | had to think fast. 

My goal was finding out something strong enough to make him regret his own birth day. 
What the fuck- 

Then | found it. 

My heart skipped a beat. 


"LET'S DO IT!" 
| shouted, on the seventh heaven- just to stay on subject. 
A hot wild wave of sudden joy tore me apart. 


Once again, MUSIC was my only friend and source of help and inspiration. | knew mine was an obsession, but | 


really couldn't help it. 
Try to figure out the scene, guys. 


The darkness. 

The street lamps which are HALF-BLIND. 
And THE DARK SIDE OF THE MOON. 

| mean. The DARK SIDE of the PARKING. 


Luckily, Reverend Beetle's car is quite down there. 
In the dark side of the moon- | mean, of the parking. 


Hidden in the scoundrel darkness of Sinners- as himself used to call it in his never ending vacant sermons. 


He thought to be safe. He thought to be unseen. To escape the wrath of God. 
To escape MINE. 


| made an horror movie evil laugh. 
(YOU FOOL!) 


You ought to know it better than everybody else, PREACHER! 
Does it make any sense for you? 

No. It doesn't. It only does for your sheepish parishes. 

All right, MAN. 

You washed your dirty linen in public- and you DON'T KNOW. 
Well, MAN. 

AS YOU FUCKING PLEASE. 

YOU asked for it. 

You'll experience it right on your own skin. 

You said I'm a night owl living by night with the Lost Souls. All right. The Darkness will be my guide and provide 
me a curtain to hide while I'll put in place my sacred revenge. 


"Say your prayers, PREACHER! Your time has come!" 
The Judgement Day is near. 
He'd repeated it all the time since | was three to seventeenth, that arsehole stepfather of mine. 


"And he shall separate them one from another, as a shepherd divideth his sheeps from the goats" 


(Matthew, 25-32) 


So, | don't know whether HIS God is going to keep HIS promise or not, but | can tell you, guys, this time it's up 
to me. 

I'll be the one who do such a thing. 

(YEAH!) 

U can suck, MAN. 


Metallica's James Hetfield, | plead you. 
Gimme the Strenght! 
Gimme the POWER! 


„AND JUSTICE FOR ALL! 


"Stephen Lawrence Bailey!" 
| stormed in a very deep deathly voice. 


"YOUR FUCKING TIME HAS COME!" 


| was ready to crash and burn. 


My blood roaming like a warhead. 


Loaded like a freight train 
Flying like a fucking plane 
Feeling like a space brain 


"IT'S FOR YOU THE BELL TOLLS!" 


| was so full of adrenaline | was gasping. 


Had to take a deep breath just to try to keep control of my shaken nerves. 
"You're a SINNER! Deserve to burn in Hell forever and ever again!" 


Oh, guys. 
FUCK. 

What a FLASH 
OMFG. 


| went totally nuts. 

Lost any control left on myself. 
My blood turned into crap. 

| couldn't help it. 

HERE WE GO! 


After the shock, came the ANGER. 

The blind one. 

And nausea. 

My heart was so overloaded in blood | could have a paralytic stroke by a moment to another one. 
My sight went foggy. 

In my mouth, the irony taste of blood. 


"Come in, you fucking BASTARD!" 
| cried to the dark indifferent sky. 


"Let me see if your Jesus is coming here to save your fucking ass!" 


My eyes tossed on that notorious sticker on the rear window of HIS fucking car. 


these letters 


HHHH 0000 LLLL YYYY RR 00 LLL.. 


| must confess | was seeing them literally DOUBLED- not to say QUADRUPLED. 
| swear to God in that moment I'd be able to kill him bare hands, that dirty worm! 
He didn't frighten me any longer. 


It was up To Jeff's FLICK KNIFE. 
Ya know. 


The one he gave me for my seventeenth birthday before leaving to LA. 
"Your ballroom days are over, COCKROACH!" 
| repeat to myself while stabbing with knife his car's crappy snow-tires with all the strength and anger | got. 


"TAKE THIS!" 

(A pretty deep slash) 

"-AND THIS ONE!" 

(One more) 

"AND THIS ONE, TOO!" 

And so | went, ripping and slashing and screaming and laughing and crying myself out. 

| didn't stopped until the slashed tires fell to pieces on their rims. 

The | stood there gasping, staring in a dazed gaze all that mess in the weak light of the street lamps. 
Talking to myself. 

No. It wasn't enough. 

| had to go further. 

My goals were the two lateral rear windows. 

And- oh, guys. 

| must confess that, while kicking them unhinged, | was fucking having VERY GOOD TIME. 
| actually was COMING. 


(As it turned out, sometimes revenge may be better than a porno magazine) 


| was coming in my underwear like a fucking whore on heat. 
Afterwards, once again, | had to take a break to breath. 
My mind was feverish working. 

He'd always treated me like an urchin living under the street. Like a criminal. Like a BASTARD. 
But | wasn't. 

(THEN) 

Now | fucking AM. 

(Look what you made me, MAN!) 

Sure. [ts all your fault. 

You're the ONLY ONE to blame! 

"Here you are, great son of a bitch!" 


| couldn't help a naughty chuckle. 


"ANYTHING ELSE?" 


| laughed and laughed till my jaw dropped. 

Both sides of his heap of junks were in need to be customized. 
And so | did. 

Thank to Jeff's beloved problem-solving GIFT. 


SUCK MY ASS 


On the right side door- 
-and 


-0f course 


MOTHERFUCKER 
right on the DRIVER'S side. 


Two small fucking masterpieces which, in Lafayette, Town of the Quakers and The Standing Dead, won't go 


unnoticed. 


All right, guys. 

This actually was STREET ART my way. 

And | was also pretty sure that asshole stepfather of mine didn't worth it at all, but ya know. Life is a fucking 
whore with a broken heel. And there | was, jeopardizing my time -and, let me say- my TALENT, to take my 
sacred revenge on this dirty old GOAT. 


So far so good. 

But the game wasn't over, yet. 

As Frank Sinatra sings, | DID IT MY WAY. 
And | still had to face the final curtain. 


Then | went to B PLANE. 


As you've been told already, guys, | did all that shambles while Father IM-SHITTING-MY-PANTS-FOR-FEAR-, 
all soaked in rain water from his lungs to his fucking coronaries, was INSIDE the RED LIGHT NIGHTCLUB | 
defined CATHOUSE for help. 


I'll never forget his face when he left me for the club. 

He really looked like a poor small lamb led to the slaughter. 

And | couldn't help a bitter chuckle when | thought that his reaction showed me up how deep his faith and 
devotion to his chastity vote really was. And, consequently, | realized how sick that obnoxious Reverend Beetle 
really was. 

There he went. 

The poor Lamb of God 


| mean- the real one. 

| couldn't help a naughty chuckle when he hidden his crucifix under his white collar and, praying and spreading 
blessing al lover he went, he finally entered the cathouse. 

Can you figure it, guys? 

It remembered me of an Italian book | once rented at the library. Dante's DIVINE COMMEDY. 

(LA DIVINA COMMEDIA) 

An ancient book of lyrics. A medieval poem. Three books for three kingdoms. PARADISE. PURGATORY. And, of 
course, HELL 


(my favourite one) 


GO THROUGH ME 
TO FIND SOULS IN TORMENT 


(per me si va/tra la perduta gente) 


All right, guys. 
Hot stuff. 


You have been warned. 


GIVE UP ALL YOUR HOPES 
IF YOU COME IN 


(lasciate ogni speranza/voi ch’entrate) 


That was what | needed now. 

To come in and personally check what was going on there. 
Right, guys. 

With a bit of luck, | finally did it. 


And- FUCK. 
As | went unseen through the BACKDOOR, | bumped into another one with a warning notice on it 


DRESSING ROOM 


All right, guys. 

| may be a little young but, honey, | ain't naive. 

Here's where the whores change their- well- let's call them costumes. 

| heard the music. 

| recognized it quickly as a remake of a very sensual melody stolen by the soundtrack of a spaghetti western 
by Sergio Leone. A Ennio Morricone's sophisticated symphony | loved ever since I've heard for the first time 
on TV advertisings. 

No need to say that that music made my sexual excitement grow worse and- oh, yeah. 

Up IT went. 

(Can you, guys, figure a worst moment for an ERECTION?) 

| couldn't help it by simply trying to focus on my MISSION IMPOSSIBLE to successfully take my revenge. 


| was drooling like a fucking boxer. 


| lost my mind watching the bright lights. 

The RED LIGHTS. 

The LIAR fucking lights. 

(Much too common. Much too high) 

| saw the STRIPPER doing her thing. 

Her buxom glistening body. 

Dressed in nothing else but her long red hair- 

-and even redder LIGHTS. 

She was beautiful and dangerous at the same time. 

Only wearing shocking pink long silky gloves up to her elbows and 181 inches stiletto heeled platform shoes. 
The tummy-hurt shade of her orange wig ghastly shadowed her enormous sausages-shaped lips, underlined by 
a lipstick the same color of her gloves. 

Then | saw it. 

OMFG. 

There was a glistening sort of DENTAL FLOSS between her BUTTOCKS. 

No need to say my LIBIDOS went even worst. 

Anyway. | swallowed hard. 

Desperately trying to focus my upset mind on my MISSION. 


Oh, guys. 

In such a situation it really doesn't matters how tough you are. 
You just can't be ready to face it. 

Trust me. 

| went through it before. 

(NOPE) 

You really can't handle it. 

You'd be FUCKED UP. 


| bite my lower lip trying to calm myself enough to stop shivering. 

| was feeling like I'd just been punched in my groin 

My heart was a fucking LOCOMOTIVE, and | felt the urge to scream at the top of my lungs all my anger just 
to kill the pain. 

But you can't kill the pain. 

| stood there hiding behind a heavy red velvet curtain and froze to death. 


Then | finally SAW HIM. 
(Bingo) 

There HE was. 

(The shameless MANI) 


| felt sick. 


My heart went out of my chest and fell down to the ground. 


LATE NIGHT CALL 
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Chapter I1 


LATE NIGHT CALL 
Sharon Bailey 


I'm so sick of this ghost of life. So much that, sometimes, | find myself thinking about taken my own life. As 
flat as an ironing board. 

Oh, Jesus! 

Old at heart-but I'm only thirty-three! 

I'm much too young to jeopardize my life buried alive at home looking after the kids without any chance to 
attend social life. 

Sometimes | ask to myself what does a desperate housewife want? 

To be RESPECTED. 

To be LOVED. 

To be treated like a human being and not like a stupid vacuum-cleaner! 

Besides, sometimes, she also need to take a break. To taste a sip of a different life. 

| don't know. 

I'd like to spend an evening out. 

Being a teen mom was no bed of roses. 

No pleasure cruise. 

And | missed all the simple things that normal teenagers do. Nights out with girlfriends. Going out for a pizza. 
Clubbing. Cinema. 

Since my Billy was born, I've never put my nose out of home for anything else than Sunday Mass and 
everyday shopping. 

l'm not a posh girl or things like that. I'm not some sort of party animal- or so they say- or even a night 
howl as my Bill is, but the mere housewife life is not enough. 

I'm really doing a NUNS life without taking my wows. 


| really miss the thrill of being a woman, such as wearing sexy clothes or- | don't know- go to the hairdresser 


for a new trendy haircut before going out for a movie. 


The kids had killed my social life forever. 

I'm no longer a human being in need of somebody else's love. I'm a MUM. 

Oh, Stephen! Why are you so fanatic? 

Why couldn't live in peace, all of us, without you put your finger at us calling us SINNERS for everything we 
do? 

l'm so sick of it all. 

Really hate it here. 

Cancel my subscriptions to the RESURRECTION. 

To be honest, | don't know whether your Heaven really exists or not. But I'll tell you this: | don't need to go 
through this life one more time. This is why | take so much pills. 

(And, most of all, this is why a double episode of DALLAS instead than one means to much in my everyday 
life) 


Now that Bill has gone, his stepfather is out all the time and the kids treat are growing wild and rude. They do 
as they please. Whenever they please and whatsoever. They stuff themselves with snacks and ice creams and 

soft drinks till they puke and spend all the time watching TV or reading Bill's horror comics they found hidden 

under Stu's bed. 

Anything | say, they make fun of me. 

This is why, as usual, I'd better keep my mouth shut. 

They go bed much too late and they throw a tantrum every morring they have to wake up in time for school. 
| mean. Wow. 

What a life of crap! 

What did | do to deserve such a punishment? 

Bill, at least, had been able to be respected enough to make them toe the line since day one. They just obeyed 

to him. 


(Oh, Billy! | miss you so much, Billy! Since you runaway, | hadn't be able to sleep without increasing my sleeping 
pills dosage. What are you doing, now? Are you all right? Did you eat or didn't you?) 

| just can't stop thinking about him. 

(After all, I'm his mother, for God's sake!) 

Looking back, | can't deny he'd always been misunderstood. We both, Stephen and me, had charged him with 
anyone of our problems. That was it. And failure to comunicate had done the rest. But he's not the one to 
blame. 

| AM. 

| tell you this ‘cause tonight I've had a very bad dream- this is why tonight | took THREE pills instead of ONE 
or TWO. 

Had to. 

OMG. 

My heart is blasting. 

Going to have a heart attack or whatsoever- 


Oh, God. Listen to the kids upstairs. 


By the noise they do, looks like they're playing a football game or- | don't know- jumping on their damned beds. 
Here. One more pill. Just to calm me down and give me the patience to stand my own children's games. 

Gulp it down and count to ten. 

One. 


Good God. 
(Here we gol) 


The kids. Really going wild. 


In Amy's room. Jumping on her bed- | guess with their fucking shoes still on in spite of me! 


Two. 

What the hell shall | do to relax my shaken nerves with all that shambles upstairs? 
Can you, guys, tell me? 

How can | stand all this madness for another day? 

DRRRRR.... 

DRRIIIIIIIINNNNII! 


(What the Hell?) 
DRIIIN!! DRIINU! DRIINII 


OMG! 

The phone is ringing. 

NOW? 

It's night! 

The kitchen's FELIX THE CAT-shaped watch says it's five past eleven pm. 
Who the fucking could be calling me so late at night? 

OMG! 

BILLY! 

Maybe something's happened to him. 

OMG. 

Help me! 

Please! 

(| beg youl) 

Don't let my Billy be in danger or whatsoever- | really won't be able to face it. 
Don't let this call be for Billy- don't let him go into troubles or worse- 

| couldn't forgive myself. 

So, please! 

Tell me there isn't anything wrong with him! 


Tell me it's just somebody who dialed the wrong number! 


DRIIINNNIII 


Yeah! 
Just a second. 


l'm coming. 


YAAAAAAWWWWNNNNNI! 
(I'm so fucking groggy | could sleep for thousand years) 


DR IIIIINININININI!! 


FUCK YOU! 
(whoever you may be) 
l'm fucking coming! 


(Give me the time to down another Quaalude! My heart is literally starting out of my ears!) 
In spite of Quaaludes, my heart is even getting worse. 


My fingers are shaking so hard | barely can grab the receiver to answer the fucking phone. 


"Hallo?" 

By the other side of the phone there wasn't any answer. 
All | got was a ghastly silence. 

The HE- or SHE- started gasping and sobbing. 


"HALLO?" 


Nothirg. 
Then HE or SHE or whoever he was, cleared his throat. 


Oh, shit. 

Looks like Quaaludes are really working. 

(Couldn't help falling asleep) 

Anyway, l'm thrilled. 

| mean. A late night call isn't something happening every day, so | decided HE or SHE, in spite of Quaaludes, did 


worth one more chance. 


"HALLO? YAAAAAAWWWNNN!" 
Oh, God. 
Maybe I've scored too much. 


(| just can't keep my eyes open) 


"WHO the hell is speaking?" 


THE FUCKING H BOMB 
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Chapter 18 


THE FUCKING H BOMB 
William Bruce (Bil) Bailey 


Mummy. 

(Bingo!) 

What the fuck. 

What should | tell her? 

"H-H, MUM" 

| started stutter in an awkward FATHER |(M-SHITTING-MY-PANTS-FOR-FEAR mode. 
"ITS ME" 


The connection was poor. The TV, probably, was disturbing the communication. | guess mum was watching 
DALLAS, and | was very sorry for disturbing her FLIRT with JR, but | did it. She had the right to know. 

| couldn't any longer keep my mouth shut. | wasn't able to keep such a secret. Trust me. Really wasn't. 
Tell me, guys. 

Would you, in my shoes? 

So, finally our family skeleton had come out the closet. 


HIS disgusting behavior as a family man was going to become a public affair. 


"OMG!" 
Mummy's querulous voice blew off by the other side of the phone. 
"Are that- YAAAAAWWWWNNNNI- YOU, B-BILLY" 


As usual. She was groggy. 
Her mind missing in her soap opera world made just for her. 
All | thought was she must have been taking too much of that Quaaludes. She was slurring her words in a 


way she might have also put some Valium on it. 


Through the years, I've made a doctor's eye. 

Fucking had to. 

A doctor's ear, in this case. 

| understand her better than her shrink 

By the way. He did the right thing giving him a kick in the ass. She really doesn't need that vampire. All he did 
was steal her money all the fucking time. 

Know her better than anybody else 

(Her husband enclosing) 


All he did was broke the wallet in whores and wine and leave his family starve. 


"BILLY!" 
She slurred, starting sobbing hard. 
(Oh, fuck. She cries. When she opens the sink she won't be able to stop crying herself out since tomorrow 


morning!) 


"IS THAT YOU, SON?" 

"M NOT" 

| felt the urge to answer her. 

"M ANOTHER GUY!" 

but | did bite my tongue and whispered and rolled my eyes. 

"| (fucking) AM" 

After our first minute over the phone, | was pissed off and sick of our aborted conversation- which seemed, 
some way, to be much too old for her, in spite of her being thirty-three yrs old But | thought | had to tell 
her any way. 

She was my mother. 

HS wife. 

She had the right to know the truth. 


"Well, mom. Listen. | got." 

| cleared my throat looking for the most tactful word to sugar the pill for her. 
"something to tell you." 

"BILLY!" 

Cried Andrea Celeste or whatsoever was haunting her mind. 
"Sweet child of mine!" 

Once again, | rolled my eyes. 

She was doing worse than | thought: 

"Please, mum!" 

Nothing. 

Her mind was so numb she even wasn't able to realize a fuck. 
All right, | thought. 

| went nuts. 


"Shut the fuck up and listen to mel | really have something important to tell you! Should | go on, or should | 


hang up right now?" 

"Oh, BILLY! How are you? I'm so concerned for you, Darling! Tell your mom! Tell me anything! Where're you 
calling from? What're you doing? Did you eat-" 

"MOM! PLEASE! | BEG YOU!" 

She was freaking out. 

"-or didn't you?" 

"M0000M!" 

| shouted. 

"Your bros didn't anything but talking ‘bout you all the time! They missed you so much! And your FA-" 
On the word FATHER, her voice broken, at last. 

| lose my head. 

"HE'S NOT MY FUCKING FATHER! THE PARTY'S OVER! I'M NOT HIS ASS LICKER ANY LONGER! TELL HM TO FIND 
ANOTHER MORON FOR HIS BULLSHIT! TAKE THAT TO YOUR HEART!" 


She cried herself out. 

Through her voice run a river of weeping. 

| was the one who had to! Not her! 

| was the one who was wet till his fucking spine and closed in this sickening vandalized phone box full of dirty 
Kleenex and condoms a gogo. 

Oh, guys. 

They really were everywhere. 

On the floor, under my feet. 

On the ceiling, dropping down on my head and making me feel like puking again 

(And SHE'S the one who's crying and complaining!) 

| eventually found one on the telephone's rest! 

(What else should | say?) 

So, while listening to mom's slurred voice, my eyes tossed from the condoms to the parking. There was where 
every right-minded (and wrong-doing) family men went on their night out. 

It turned out that the Saturday night sinners were the Sunday morning preachers. 

"Listen TO ME, INSTEAD, Billy!" 

Said mom in a soft spoken voice. 

"Tell me where you're. Granny can come by her car. She'll drive you home." 

OMFG. 

She really might be even more stubborn than me, when she wanted! 

| couldn't believe my ears. 

| WAS THE ONE who risked my ass to phone her! 

So, why don't she just listen to me and keep her fucking mouth wide shut? 

‘Im fine, mom. Are you on something?" 

"Oh, well-" 

"Please, mom" 

| beg her, on the verge of a RABID attack. 

She got me totally pissed off. 

"Shut the fuck up! Sorry. |... listen, mom. You'd better sit down. Got something very important ta tell you." 


“Speak up, then! You're.. YAAAAAWWWWWNNNNNI - Ops. Sorry. You're concerning me! C'mon, Bill. Tell me 
anything before I'll go asleep. | took two pills. Ya know. Go on" 

Yeah, sure. 

How could | go on with her going on and on chattering about bullshit? She was stoned. Sleeping pills, she said. 
(Yeah. But she looked like pretty smacked down!) 

She was totally numb. Barely self-aware. 

Somewhere, deep inside, | knew calling her was a waste of time. She's as topless as her husband. No doubt they 
worthed each other. 

And on she went with all her fluffy rubbish, like some fucking broken record in spite of me trying to interrupt 
her to let her know what | learned about the Reverend's Pastoral Missions. She was a fucking machine gun. 
Then | understood that, deep inside, she was fucking aware of the truth. She knew it already. That was why 
she didn't wanted to hear it from me. 


Anyway, | can't help a voice in my mind screaming 
Get the fuck off that body!!! 


She was sort of haunted. | chuckled. 

She was the one who need a quick exorcism, | thought, not ME! 

Suddenly, | got a flashback. 

Here it is, again. The church with the nave and the two side aisles. 

He was there, in a blaze of fake glory. Doing his fucking thing. He was a living circus. | was there, too. 

Singing Gospels with my siblings. 

Singing as a soprano when | was supposed to be a second baritone to sow the seed of confusion Saw my 
father's killer glance. His face totally pissed off when he discovered that, under my Sunday suit, | wore a SEX 
PISTOLS ripped off t-shirt. 

| remember | though. For what | know, The Sex Pistols WERE sons of God too. Weren't they? 

Why shouldn't | wear my favourite shirt UNDER my suit? 

Needless to say HE didn't took it well. 

Once again, my ass got the worst of i 

The vision gave me the shivers. 

| remember the way he punished me for such a joke. 

and, now that | saw THE DARK SIDE OF THE MOON, | felt ashamed for taking part in that bullshit. Cause doing 
that, | cheated a lot of not too smart court jesters who really believed in us. 

Well. This is a fucking SIN, isn't it? Cheating the poors in spirit with istrionism and magic- well. Isn't it acting 
AGAINST GOD? 


"Gonna be all- YAAAAWWNNN- right, Bill Don't worry." 

She's slurring her words in a way I'd never hear her before. 

Well, guys. That stuff is a fucking blast. Much better than everything I've tasted so far. 

Not to speak about the TV. It was so loud | could find out the final leitmotif of DALLAS, so | knew | had no 


time left for action, because, usually, after it, she would fell asleep. | could see in my mind her head lolling. 


| got one chance left. 

| really feel like the fucking Enola Gay flying on Hiroshima and Nagasaki before launching the H BOMB 
All right, Bill. 

HERE WE GO! 


"M0000000MMI!!" 

| hurled at the top of my lungs like a fucking fighter bomber. 

On the other side of the phone fell a sudden silence. 

"| don't know whether you're interested or not" | shouted, try to control my heart beating not to show my 


emotions, "but | actually know where is your husband." 


Five minutes of ghastly silence followed. 

The she suddenly realized. 

"WHAT?" 

"You heard me, mom." 

"Where the fuck are you?" 

"Mom! Please!" 

"Bill Tell me where the fucking you are right now!" 
"Somewhere on the 25 Motor way" 

| replied, loaded like a freight train in a blaze of adrenaline. 
| closed my eyes. 

My heart crashing and burning. 

(OMFG. My fucking time has come. I'm going to die right now!) 
My heart was blasting in mt chest. 

| really was going to throw it up. Was 1? 


Three. Two. One. 

"We're in a- well-" 

| swallowed hard. 

(FIRE!) 

"In a- ehm. A CATHOUSE, mom." 

Five more minutes long silence. 

| could hear my teeth tattering together with her breath. 

She cursed. 

"Billy!!! YAAAWWN! I'm groggy. | can't stand your jokes, so, please! I've worked hard all day long like a slave. Both 
your bros got the flu, so-" 

"Send them my love" | cut short, on the verge of tears. "All of them. Ok? Especially granny. Tell her | miss her 
so much- " 

| tried to gulp down, but the lump | got in my throat was choking me. 

"Why don't you back home, then?" 

| can't, mom. Really can't. Not after what | learned. You know. The family plot and whatsoever. I'd be a coward, 
and l'm fucking NOT." 


Another heavy wall of silence rose between us. 


"All right, Bill. | warn you. If this is another one of your funny jokes, | swear to God |-" 

"If only it would be!" 

| replied. 

"But it's fucking NOT! I've seen him with these eyes! I'm not kidding. What the fuck. I'm too fucked up to do 
such a thing! | haven't had anything to eat in the last two days and l'm all drenched in rain! And what's your 
reaction? You behave like a victim and all you do all the time is crying yourself out, watching TV and taking 
drugs. Very well. You're free to act as you please. But don't ever tell me | didn't warn you, cause | fucking did 
in spite of being in danger. All right? | DID IT ‘CAUSE | CARED YOU! THIS was the way | replaced your love, 
mom. This is my way to thank you for having never supported me since day one!" 

"BILLY!" 

"That's what it IS. What the fucking name would you give it? CHARITY MISSION? OPERATION PETTICOAT? | don't 
know. l'm upset. Try to focus your mind on whatever | had to face! | went in and just BUMPED into him, 
putting a bribe with COLLECTION MONEY wrote on it, right into a STRIPPER's underpants! You ought to see her 
boobs, mum! They went from here to LA! Trust me! | witnessed it! Swear to God! I've seen everything 
imaginable passing before this eyes! Mom, you'd be surprised!" 

| took a big breath. 

OMFG. 

| really made it. 

| said it. 

My mom's voice faded in an endless BLA-BLA-BLA. 

The BIBLE says: 

"When a man's folly bring himself to ruin/ his heart rages against the LORD." 

(PROVERBS 3-4) 

Suddenly my heart sank. My eyesight went out of focus. 

(Oh, FUCK!) 

Got a sort of scaring acid flashback. 

Flowers. 

(White oleanders, which are POISON!) 

Candles everywhere. 

Miracles. Tongues. 

(Make-believe attitude.) 

Weirdos. Rattlesnakes. Wild animals. 


(Demons. 


And US. 

(The Bailey Trio) 

The Gospel songs. 

And over all, the faint scent of incense. 

Sick desperate people lined up in Indian file going toward the altar in slow motion. 
| watched in a daze, proudly caught by the magic. 

By the ritual itself. 

The celebrant was my FATHER 


(Or so | was lead to believe) 

He actually was a MAN OF POWER. 

A SHAMAN. 

(As Jim Morrison was.) 

That was why | just couldn't take my eyes off they long dark shadows on the floor. 

His face cut in two by the heavy shadow of the two decorated giant candles placed by the sides of the altar 
made him resemble a Demon or whatsoever. 

Then he rose his arms to the sky in a theatrical dramatic attitude. 

(What the fuck!) 

He was as tall and slim. So black dressed and powerful. And l- | was a young impressive kid. That's why, in my 
eyes, he really looked like a VAMPIRE. 

He really did upset me. 

But, on the other hand, | really liked his charismatic character. He'd have been a good rock singer, wouldn't he? 


Another flashback. 
| saw Amy in her Sunday dress. Wearing white socks and glistening shoes. Her dark red braids over her 
shoulders. She was OUR CASHIER, as Stephen called her. | mean- the one who generally went all around for the 


collection 
Have you ever seen that sort of velvet bags attached to a long stick used during Mass to take the collection? 


All right, guys. 

Try to picture what she was putting in place with that fucking stick on her hands! Just like the Aforesaid, She 
never missed a chance to get the Reverend pissed off, and the Vulture used to give her a PUBLIC father-like 
tap on her shoulder which was followed, of course, by a PRIVATE beating. 

This is why I've never believed even one dirty word of the Scriptures | was teaching at Sunday School since 
day one. 


Besides, what I've witnessed tonight, is a sort of CROSS over all that bullshit: 


| was fucking right. 


(| guess I've always been) 


| just don't know who God really is or not- but I'm not afraid of HIM any longer, guys. And I'm much better, 
now. 

Finally the candles blew off. The church's nave fade away in a teardrop. 

Here | am again, freezing to death in this fucking telephone box, trapped in a nightmare with some ALIEN that 
devoured my mother- or some demon eating her brain from the inside. 

| really don't know what else to do. 

We have nothing to share. 

Sometimes she leads me to think that we even don't speak the same fucking language- and she's my mother, 


for God's sake! 


"Listen to advice and accept instruction" 


| shouted at the top of my lungs. 
"That you may GAIN WISDOM in the future!" 
(PROVERBS, 20-21) 


Click! 


"Mom?" 

Nothing. 

"M0000000MMMM!!" 

FUCK. 

She'd gone. 

Can't believe it- what the fuck. 

I've almost died just to warn her that rotten son of a bitch husband of hers makes her horny, and she doesn't 
give a fuck 

Well! So now | know, at least. 

Now I'm pretty sure they really worth each other. 
She slammed the receiver down. 

(A wife's quarreling is a continual dripping of rain) 
All right, guys. 

| warned her. 

Doesn't she trust her own son? 

(Listen to 

Well, then. She can suck. 


| threw the phone down with all my strength and just stood there in the box, dazed and confused, angrily 
watching it and gasping hard. 


The Holy Bible says: 

‘It is better to live in a desert land/than with a quarrelsome and fretful woman". 
(PROVERBS, 19-20) 

Words of wisdom. 

Words to treasure. 

| WILL. 

After all, it's Gospel. 

Doesn't she want my help? 

Very well. 

(As she the fucking please!) 

She didn't give a crap of anything. Neither of me nor of her fucking husband. 


Hey, mom. 
(Sorry) 
Why don't you just FUCK OFF? 


A MOLOTOV COCKTAIL 
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Chapter 19 


A MOLOTOV COCKTAIL 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


What the fuck! 

Steve is a born clown. He's wild. | really like him. 

(Another typical fellow of mine!) 

After Bill, here he is. This crazy hairy LA. chick who got a crush on KISS and MOTLEY CRUE. 

He quickly revealed himself as maybe a not very sharp-sighted guy, but no doubt as a very nice one. 

He's a specialist in having fun. If he gets the money, he knows the nuts and bolts of the sacred art of clubbing 
and pub crawling. He's such a trip! 

Saturday night we've fucking had good time together with his dudes boozing the harder the better. Needless to 
say he also knows a lot of beautiful (dangerous) groupies ready for use. Anyway, here we are, now. 

In a close call with the fucking cops. 

But let me tell ya how all the mess had began 


We've spent the afternoon on the sidewalk of the fucking West Union Bank scrambling to score some money. 
We started a street two men band and started playing and singing on our own 

| was made for loving you by The Kiss. 

Drums and voice: Steve Coletti aka Steven Adler. 


Guitar and back vocals: my astonished self. 


The intro went out not to bad and, at the beginning, at least, people was throwing us some coin. 
So far so good. 

We actually did well until Steve began singing. 

Then, the wheels turned. 


He really is one of the worst vocalist I've ever heard in my life. 

He got a donkey voice. 

As off-key as he actually is, he was spoiling every attempt to play decently. It turned out he was a fast-n'- 
loud heavy metal drummer like Lars Ulrich from Metallica | won't say a word. But his voice was something | 
just couldn't deal with. Besides, he didn't help stop laughing as a sort of counterpoint to the killer riffs we were 
performing. 


The people passing by didn't display much of respect for us. 

The most were actually making fools of us. 

But we didn't give a fuck of them. At least, they'd never show to be indifferent. | mean, our music (read 
NOISE) wasn't something anybody could just ignore. We got rock star attitude. Rock star clothes and all the 
rest. All we thought was: speak ill of us, but just speak of US! 

100% Punk philosophy. 

(Kill ‘em alll) 

We sounded absolutely different from anyone else before us. 


We were the NEXT NEW THING GOING TO HAPPEN. 


Our KILLER COCKTAIL recipe. 

A drop of Ramones. 2 parts of Joe Perry from Aerosmith and one of Led Zeppeling. Add a squeeze of KISS and 
Sex Pistols and one Joe Perry's guitar solo and ENJOY. 

A MOLOTOV COCKTAIL WHICH REALLY ROCKS. 

(Our fucking GASOLINE) 

Sick of softies such as Bon Jovi, Dire Straits and, mosto f all, done with that boring Bee Gees Saturady Night 
Fever discomusic, the two of us were starting something we called SLEAZY METAL or STREET METAL. 

We wanted to back ROCK to his ROOTS. 

UGLY, NASTY and DIRTY were our passwords. But we liked GLAMSTERS, though. All we wanted to do was mixing 
up GLAM, PUNK and METAL. We were ABSOLUTE BEGINNERS. 

My thoughts ran to Bill. 

| was sure he ‘d have liked him since day one the way | did. 

"Go the fucking on, dude!" 

Steve went on and on shouting at me. 


"We're re-writing history, man!" 


Some of the passing people tossed us some coins- too few to say, but we quickly realized our real problem 
were the girls. They had ignored us since the beginning of our ramshackle set. We were unpopular. We were 
outcasts. Misfits. My dude got a bad name and whatsoever, and this wasn't any help. 

This is why people just avoided us and treated us like dog shit. Who really peed over the vase, however, was a 


bony small obnoxious urchin of about ten. 


He was hanging around leaking an ice cream, and he went close to us and thrown us a long mockery glance. 
| must say he really had the bollocks, for he even dared come up to my dude's ear. 

"Can | tell you something?" 

He moaned. 

"Sure!" 

Said Steve, harshly stroking his long red curls. 

"Speak up!" 

The kid chuckled and cupped his hands on Steve's hear. 

"U can SUCK ME!" 

He fiercely said, raising his middle finger in Steve's astonished face and spat. 


"U r doing CRAPIII 


Well. 
FUCKED UP by a ten yrs old is very hard to please, and we finally agreed we were much too gifted for such a 
son of a bitch. 


I've never could stand pisspants any age. Then, worst of all, he dared offend us while performing, and this, to 
me, was the fucking last straw. 

| didn't give a shit of Mother Nature making this little puker so fucking ugly he could broke a mirror just for 
watching himself in it. 


| lost my mind and acted like picking him up by one of his ears. My dude did stop me, though. 


"Fuck him" 
Said my dude. 
"This little fuckers is gonna give us his bitch mother's ass for sure in one year or two just ta score enough 


money ta buy our first record!" 


| nodded and really couldn't help a naughty chuckle. 


One more time, my thoughts and prayers went to Lafayette, where Bill was still fighting his war against the 
Living Dead My eyes suddenly filled in tears and my heart dropped to the floor. 

"You gotta hear my best pal Bill singing! He's fucking great!" 

"| know, asshole!" 

He snapped, giving me a kick in the ass. 

"You'd have told me already a million of times!" 

We're pretty vacant and broke, two fucking charity cases, but our future, in my mind, was bright. 

Fortune and fame were waiting for us. | was stinky sure we were going to make it. | must confess that, the 
first buxom ass passing, however, waving at us from a very minimal miniskirt, fucked us and our plans for the 
future off. 

By our place on the footstep, people was only made of shoes. 

Every shoe was a way of life. 


Every way of life was a pair of shoes. 


(Whoa.. this pot is fucking great, dude! Where the fuck did you found it? Pass me the joint, man! Let me fly 


over all this bullshit...) 


When the sun sunk over the Hollywood hills skyline, Steve's Rex Sox's cap had collected our minimal budget for 
the night. 

Hollywood. 

We all were feeling the magic. The golden atmosphere of celebrity was all around us. 

Hollywood. 

The American dream. 

You can be anything you want to be and all the rest. 

We were in the place where all the dreams come true. 

| had a very old fashioned and romantic point of view of the American Dream. And, after all, | was a small 
town chick. 

Steve, instead, was from LA. 

Born and raised here by his granny and living on his own since the age of 12. 

So, we had very different ways of see things. 

| was thinking ‘bout selling my own soul to the Devil to make mine- and Bill's- come true. 

Steve, instead, was more pragmatic and material. 

All he wanted was to start a band cool enough to play, someday, one gig as headliners at WHISKY A GO GO or 
whatsoever club of the Sunset Strip. When | talked about selling my soul, however, he couldn't help a chuckle. 
Said | was much too naive. 

"The record companies and the club owners usually weren't interested in people's soul. Well’ he said. "Not in 


ours, anyway. If | was you, I'd be happy to sell them... well, SOMETHING ELSE." 


We used part of the money to score a trip. 

Then we entered the first diva drugstore we found open and purchased a bottle of that I5 $ homeless wine 
aka NIGHT TRAIN EXPRESS. The harder the better. 

That wine got a very bad name. 

One glass and you are tipsy. 

One bottle and you're knocked down 


(Two and you won't survive to tell it) 


No money meant no lunch, so we didn't eat anything yet. And that was why, as soon as we washed the trip 


down with a couple sips of NIGHT TRAIN, we went straight on the fucking Moon 

| was made for LOVING you 

turned into 

| was made for FUCKING you, ba-by 

And we agreed our lyrics were one million of times more ROCKY than the softy ones by the KISS 


You was made for FUCKING me.. 


Was a killer blast. 
A potential H bomb. 


As soon as the bottle was emptied, we both were bending on the footstep like rotten eels. 

The trip, actually, was the only support we found during our never ending performance. 

We were two Morrison's snakes seven miles long went seasick 

My dude's head crashed on the floor every five minutes. 

Here and there, some passing people, bumped into it and fell headfirst on us and we end up cursing and fighting. 


Public drunkeness. Obscenity. Riots. 
What else? 
We really didn't miss a thing! 


Then, suddenly, Steve's head bobbed up. 


He shouted: 

"Fuck you, naughty WIND MILLS!" 

And then he grabbed my poor BABY, my guitar, and kept hitting the STREET LAMPS the harder the better. 
"In the name of God, I'm fucking going to PUNISH YOU!" 

As a result, he blinded a couple of them and bended a third one. | remember | was lost in my own trip, but | 
was a million miles far away from my dude and his madness, so | rolled my eyes and watched astonished. 

He thought he was DON CHISCIOTTE. 

Fighting the windmills. 


Needless to say we were the stars, now. 
We were the fucking main attraction of the Strip, now! 


l'm sure the poor passing people who witnessed Steve's performance, someday, would save it as a goodnight 


story for their grandchildren. 


While my dude was doing his thing, | was on my own and feeling lonely without my BABY. Besides, Steve was 
fucking crashing and destroying HER against that crappy street lamps. 

| had to think fast and act quickly. 

All| could do, in my acid self-awareness, was to steal his audience and dumb him. 

| thought it was my only chance left to save my poor guitar from a very bad end. 

| was furious for my BABY and jealous of that dumb (peroxide) blonde popularity. 

So | finally did it. 

| asked for my own fifteen minutes notoriety. 

| made sure the passing people bumped into us. 


Then | put my insane self in action 


All | did was challenging my guts in a sort of Mr Ripley Believe it or Not show based on my gym skills. 


| kept singing Lee Greenwood's GOD BLESS USA while walking top-down 


Unluckily, my left hand failed and | fell headfirst. 
Anything around went black and deep. 


As soon as | was able again to sit on the footstep, | was in pain and totally pissed off. 


| had a sort of flash and kicked my dude in the ass and smashed my own damaged BABY on his fucking head. 


Then it happened. 
One stranger's hand, as big as a baseball glove roughly went on my shoulder. 
| turned around to face the owner. 


OMFG. 

A fucking metal badge, hit by the deadly sun rays, blinded me sending killer stitches of pain right in the middle 
of my injured forehead. 

My poor heart sunk and skipped a beat. 


We were fucked up. 
As for Steve, he suddenly frozen, resembling a crappy statue made of salt. 


We even had no time left to say AMEN. 

Two over six feet tall guys showed up and just faked us out when they painfully twisted our arms behind our 
backs. 

They made us wear bracelets. 

Even on such a small scale, our audience sent us a very strong feedback. In spite of our skills as performers, 
in fact, people had more than doubled in less than a minute. 

Some of them cursing. Some else pointing their fingers and making the fucking fun of us. 

Everybody who was there had their say but us. 

We weren't allowed to speak. 

(On the contrary, as stoned as we were, didn't fail to understand that we'd better keep our mouths shut) 


The more we talked, the more we'll get ourselves deep into the shit. 


Steve was the one who first lost his ghost of pride. 
He actually broke down and cried in front of THEM. 


"You won't catch me!" he yelled, wiping his nose in his own KISS dirty ripped t-shirt. "I'm fucking innocent!" 


"you have the right to remain silent" 


Explained a voice without a face with a hard southern accent. 


"Anything you say CAN and WILL BE USED AGAINST YOU in a COURT OF LAW." 


UP WITH THE STREET FOOD! 
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Chapter 20 


UP WITH THE STREET FOOD! 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


Well, chicks. 
Let me high speed recop. 


Mom doesn't give a fuck of me. She'd better trust that spoiled brat husband of hers. 

They really deserve each other. 

| can't stand her when she's on medication, and since | left, I'm afraid she's doing worse than ever. 

(rll tell you this, mama: l'm fed up with being treated like shit, so that's it. If you think you're gonna come 
come knocking at my fucking door when I'm famous, well, forget it. lim fucking done with you! Take that to 
your heart!) 

My heart is bleeding for my siblings Amy and Stu. 

They really don't deserve such a rotten mother! 

| don't give a fuck about them only being half-siblings of mine. | love them. It doesn't matter if they aren't 
100% blood related. I've been made to believe we were a family and I'll always be there for them. More. As 
soon as | got the money ta do it, I'll come back and take them with me. 

Fuck you, Baileys. 

| no longer want to see your asshole faces.. fuckers. As parents, you've been crappy. 

As educator, maybe you've even been worse. 

All right. Do as you please. 

You really make me sick. 

You'll never know how much difficult is, for a son (or stepson or whatsoever) to see things in the right 
perspective. 


You'll also never know how much love, in the past years, | wasted for the both of you. 


Do you remember the Catholic Priest who gave me a ride, chicks? 

A poor airhead whose heart is bigger than his brain. All show and fucking no go. 

Well. 

Here he is. 

Back from the nightclub. He'd gone for help but I'm afraid he didn't find it. I'm afraid we're so deep in trouble 
that Jesus Christ himself can't do a fuck to save us. 

"May God help us, little son!" 

He shouted, raising his hands to the sky. 

Needless to say it was still raining and he was all wet. Besides, the parking where we were was really an 


armpit. 


"What's cracking, Father?" 

| asked, crossing my fingers. 

"Did you find out what was wrong?" 

"Yes, | did. But, unluckily, we had checked. As it turned out, it wasn't a punctured wheel-" 
"So what-?" 

"l'm afraid the engine had.. uhm... SEIZED UP!" 

"OMFG!" 

| swallowed hard. 

"Is game over, young son. I'm sorry, but this is it." 

"Yeah, but..." 

All right, chicks. 

| was totally starved about motors, but | knew what SIZED UP meant. And | asked to myself whatever | did so 
fucking wrong to deserve such a pain in the ass. 

| was totally pissed off. 

| was living in a movie. 


(All right, Bill After you waste him, throw the body in the fucking river!) 


"So what?" 

(I took my breath and counted to ten) 

"What's going on?" 

"Wait and see." 

| rolled my eyes in disbelief and bite my tongue. 

| should wail. | just couldn't keep up with him. He was really wearing me low asking me for some more patience. 
He's totally wacko. 

"| just can't wait and see!" 

| snapped, trying to do my best not to break up and cry. 
"You're free as a bird, then" 

He said, desperately opening his arms. 

"You can go, if you please. Do whatever you want." 


(Yeah! Sure) 


| thought. 

(Free to take it right in the ass!) 

It was night. Raining like a fucking waterfall. Besides, | was totally broke. Drenched in rain from my toes up to 
my hair. Starving. Desperately seeking for a WC not to pee my fucking pants. Besides, I'm an underage in a 
cathouse. 

(Stay away from this guy! He's bad news!) 

What else? 


There | was. 
Thumb up! 
Ready on road. Hitch-hiking again. 


Unluckily, it was much too late and the most of family men, at this time, were in their bed sleeping with their 
wives. Everyone BUT HM. 

Nobody gave me a lift. 

The awash motor way was glistening in the street lamps and the incessant rain was the famous last fucking 
straw. 

As lonely as a fucking shamrock in a corn field, | was restless. My mind working feverishly to get rid of this 
evil fate of mine. (I'm cursed) 

| sadly thought. 

(Everything | fucking do, turns into shit) 

My nightmares were haunting me. 

(Where the fucking are you, Izzy?) 

| mean, | knew he was in LA, but my brain wasn't processing properly. 


My desire Towards him were driving me insane. 


(Well. Not in THAT SENSE, chicks! | only was in need of a shoulder. I'm not a faggot, for God's sakel) 


The parking was a true fornication park for whores. 

Needless to say I'm in the shit up to my eyebrows. 

(Who the fucking bagged my dreams?) 

Hungry like a fucking wolf. So damned hungry | really could eat a dog turd. 

l'm not kidding. 

My eyesight is getting numb- and not only because, since I've left Lafayette, I've never taken my fucking 
contact lenses off- but ‘cause | haven't had a fuck to eat for more than twenty-four hours. 

Anyway 

(HERE WE ARE!) 

| took a chance to have a look around to see where the wind blew. 

OMFG! 

Condoms and napkins were everywhere in spite of a couple of trash cans full of garbage. 

(Fuck! They smelled!) 

Then | saw it. 

(Wait the fuck up! What's that?) 

| didn't give a crap of the trash dirtying my skin | put both arms up to my elbows in the can and took it out. 


A tin Heavy and full of TASTY street food 
My mouth filled with saliva. 
(Corned beef? Noodles?) 


| raised my eyes towards the Lord. 

"Nice shot, Boss!!!" 

| happily yelled to the incessant rain. 

"My turn next time!" 

| shouted, raising my trophy to the gloomy, indifferent sky. 


"YOU really run rings round everyone elsell!" 
(UP WITH THE STREET FOOD!) 


As a fucking Pavlov's dog, | started drooling at the sight of food. 

The moment was solemn. | totally lost my head. 

Suddenly | was fucking aware to be in the middle of a crossroad of my life. 

So | took out my pocket the Jeff has Jeff's knife as if it was the fucking Excalibur to open the tin- and- 
(Ooooops!) 


| suddenly realized there were something fucking wrong with my dinner. 
The light of a street lamp showed me the shocking truth. 

My heart skipped a beat. 

FRISKIES 

| tossed to the sky a very naughty glance. 

(Boss, you'll fucking pay for it!) 


Veal Liver 


Gourmet pieces 


The tin slipped from my hands and toppled to the ground. 


| almost collapsed 


The best 
For your 


DOG 


FUCK THE FUZZ 
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chapter 2l 


FUCK THE FUZZ 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


At the fuzz station, me and Popcorn aka Steve. Desperately in need of a fag because of our hard nicotine 
habit. We had a naughty face-off. Needless to say he faked me out when he confessed me that, as a matter 
of facts, for him, it wasn't the first time. 

Anyway, when | accused him he teased the fucking cops with his obscene | was made for loving you lyrics, he 
fingered me. 


"What the fuck, Iz!" he cried, all fired up right on my nose "it's fucking all your fault. Definitely!" 

| angrily grabbed him by his ridiculous Rod Stewart's-like bleached blonde curly bang. 

"Forget it! You're daydreaming, fella! If we're in the shit up to our neck, YOU, cick! YOU're the only one to 
blame!" 

"I'M NOT" 

"YOU ARE!" 

"lIl smash your fucking ass!" 

HERE WE GO! 

We've talked about it, or so they say. 

Trust me. My jaw reminded me of it for a long long time. He faked me out for real. Left me speechless. 
The waiting room was a pigsty. A cathouse. 

Anyway, after we'd had a look around, we weren't scared by the fuzz any longer. 

Holy crap, guys! 

They were THE LAW! 

Yeah, they fucking were. And they were totally harmless. 

We felt guilty for them. 


The poor fuzz were won and defeated. Painfully resigned in losing their lifetime struggle against US: the 
criminals. 

| was disgusted. 

Even two urchins, two underage youngsters like me and Popcorn were too much of a pain in the ass for them! 
We were dropping acid, and drifted in and out of consciousness. My dude just wasn't able to stop laughing so 
hard to run the risk to break his jaw. 

"NOPE!" 

He yelled at the top of his lungs. 

"WE DON'T USE DOPE!" 


The cops were pissed off and destroyed because of their last night's failure blitz on Sunset Strip. We were the 
last straw. 

As it turned out, except for two or three underage pushers and a couple of fifteen yrs old foxy ladies, they 
made a hole in the water. All they did was a mess. Traffic in tilt. Hooting cars. Runaways. Screams. And all the 
rest, with the fooled fuzz all the fucking over the Strip like the SWARM's killer bees. 

Popcorn and me ended up caught with a couple of underage pot pushers who turned out to be faggots and 
fancied us all night long. So far so good. But, after we fingered them in public, they even tried to lick the fuzz's 
asses. 

| can tell you, chick, we were absolutely sick and disgusted of the whole thing there. 

Once again, The Lizard King was fucking right about the fuzz. 

And now we knew it for sure. 

All we wanted was to leave. 

"Ok, dude!" 

| said in Popcorn's ear. 

‘Let's agitate the gravell" 

But, of course, we didn't. 

Our escape plans failed when a Mexican trucker came in followed by reporters and photographers. 

As he walked down the hall in handcuffs, patrolled by two agents, we watched him in disbelief, our jaws 
dropped. 

We were all about him. 

He was a hairy, bald and bloated old man all drenched in sweat cursing and kicking and screaming. 

He embodied the true stereotype of the PUSHER | had in my mind since | was a child. 

The poor man, turned out, was really in the soup. 

Charged with international drug traffic while driving his truck somewhere near the ghost town of Junction in 
the Death Valley, he was weeping like a daddy's girl. Cursing in Spanish and begging the fuzz in broken English. 
Needless to say they were making a fool of him. 

He was sick. Retching. 

Everyone in the hall was making fun of him. 

"IFs unfair!" 

My pal yelled. 

"He's cold turkey! He's barely able to walk!" 

One of the cops pissed out of the vase when he gave him a slap on his mouth. 


"Cut out the act!" 


He shouted. 

"You arseholel" 

The two of us, however, were stinky sure the poor old fella was a very big user too, because the fool, of 
course, was going cold turkey for withdrawal right in the fuzz station 

Holy fuck, he was pissed off and hopeless. 

Looked like a sort of zombie Godfather. 

Right after him, it was up to two all dolled up high-heeled pin-up bitches with dental flosses in the middle of 
their fucking asses. And my dude, Popcorn, of course, fell on the floor mortally wounded. So, that fatal night, 
he was their last victim. 

As soon as they came in, the entire hall went fuck off. Although, | must confess | heard the forest's recall 
myself too. Popcorn, eventually, got the worst. 

He fell in love at the first sight, and developed a crush with a curly ginger head cheerleader of the fucking 
Fairfax High School specialized in selling PCP on Saturday nights on the Strip. We caught her in action with her 
clients before the Roxy while we were performing on the bank's footstep. 

Besides, | must confess that we both were very involved with her because sometime, that night, we had sex 
with the naughty ginger in a dark corner of the Rainbow parking. 

We were boozed and stripped and she was smacked or whatsoever pretty well. 

And | must said of course, she was pretty vacant, but she although, had a very nice pair of boobs- and, most 
of all, she was a natural born ginger. 

Her hair made me think of my best pale lots of hundred miles far away, in Lafayette, Town of the Living Dead, 
Indiana. 

(Oh, Bill Someway, you're everywhere | go for reall) 

My eyes filled in bittersweet tears. 


(I'll never be able to get rid of youl Even against my own willl) 


To kill time, at some point, me and my dude managed to hold a zip popping contest to see who of us could 
shoot our zits the farthest. 

Popcorn, of course, hit a cop straight in one eye, and he, consequently, dragged him in a separate interview 
room by his Rod Steward-like platinum bang. 

Then it was up to me. 

After that, at the end of the night, the two of us had been kicked in handcuffs in a small room without 
windows which really smelled of sweat and piss and questioned together. 

After Inspector Callaghan was done with us and all the fuzz had made fun of the poor innocent aforesaid 
chicks for what it turned out were more than three hours, we got undressed to see whether we were hiding 
some smack or not 

(as THEY said) 

and BRUTALLY beaten in the groins. 

Wow, guys. 

It was the worst experience I've ever made in my fucking life. 

They really treated us like shit. 

For real, chicks! 

They're ass holes, not though guys. 

A though guy would never hurt an underage kid! 


They got a lot of fun threatening us just because we were underage urchins and not grown-ups gangsters or 
things like that. | really lose my juvenile respect for them and the fucking law. And they, of course, lost their 
ghost of pride. 

The fuzz turned out to be a fucking bluff. All show and no go. 

All they could do was threatening kids. 

Human rights means nothing for them. 

They called us ANTISOCIALS. 

They called us MISFITS. 

They even called us CRAPPY HIPPIES! 

By the first lights of dawn, we were charged with VAGRANCY and PUBLIC DRUNKENESS. 

LASCIVIOUS BEHAVIOUR and OBSCENE LANGUAGE. 


| was given the ax after that The ZA Boss had killed his enemy number one with that notorious sea food ZA 
of his, and my dude was doing even worse than me. 

Before we met, he worked for a few months in a UNDERTAKER'S as a.. well. As a makeup artist and hairstylist 
for the DECEASED. 

l'm not joking, chicks! 

Believe it or not, | told ya the shocking truth. 

He was always on the edge boozing and smacking the harder the better, so the third time they caught him 
asleep on job, he just got axed. 

So far, so good. 


We weren't neither the narks hey believed us nor tattle-tales, so they ended up disappointed and wanted 
revenge for the wasted time. 

They pushed us in a corner to tease us to fight, then we had to take off our clothes and show up naked just 
for their eyes. 

"Hey, Jol" 

A cropped red-haired Irish as big as a fucking closet yelled, pointing at Popcorn. | nicknamed him THE BUTCHER 
at the very first sight. He roughly grabbed his bleached blonde feathered bang and spat on his face. 
"Look! What a nice PUSSY we got here!" 

The other one came quickly and raised my dude's chin. 

He released an evil laugh. 

"Hi, honey!" 

He said, teasing Steve's nipples with his fingers. "What's up? Were you hit by the ugly stick?" 

The two bastards laughed and made a fool of him till the poor bleached blonde broke down and cried. 
"He's up for grabs, but he smells!" 

The Butcher came closer to the poor victim and the two of them quickly knocked him on his knees. 
Then, it happened. 

THE BUTCHER 

(who the fucking else?) 

Tossed a coin on the floor and my dude had to pick it up. 

When he did it, THE BUTCHER kicked him in the ass and knocked him down. 

| won't forget the poor victim's face for the rest of my life. 


He really looked like the Lamb of Sacrifice. 
He tried to face it with a grin, but it didn't worked. Too much pain. Too much sorrow. 
When they were finished with him, he was covered in phlegm and scratches. 


He ended up upchucking on the floor. 


After a while, was up to me. 

| was so up-tight | could break my back just breathing. 
"What about you, sexy brunette?" 

The Butcher's pal said playing my belt. 

Needless to say | was horrified. 

Besides, | was freezing. 

| got bad vibes and was feeling sick 


"Be good! Show us your pretty little ass!" 

(HERE WE GO!) 

They punched me in the head and | went down the floor and, for a lot of time, anything around me was cold 
and dark. 

| won't say a word. 

Their dirty fingers, as big and fat as pork sausages, rummaged our asses high and low looking for smack, pot, 
dope or whatsoever without finding a fucking shit. 

| kicked and screamed and they gave me a slap on my mouth. 

"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" 

They screamed. 

"OR FLL THROW YOUR KIDNEYS IN YOUR THROAT!" 


| was shocked and full of anger, but, deep inside, | was also pretty sure we wouldn't sue the fuzz and win 


That night we learned that the fuzz are worse than the jail birds. 
| woke the fuck up in jail 
Steve had crashed on the floor, his face half covered in hair, his nose bleeding. 


The floor was filthy and covered in cockroaches as big and juicy as Sun Sweet prunes. Spider's web were laying 


down every fucking corner of the ceiling, ready to fall on us at our first move. 


The can was an asshole with four plank beds. 

Two guys crashed on, snoring like chain saws. 

When | realized me and my dude weren't alone, my heart skipped a beat. 
(What a gas!) 

Ya Know. 


After the close call with the fuzz, we were all nerves. 
Suddenly, one of the two drunk chicks woke up with a bored yawn and sat on the plank bed. 


He looked like a though guy. 


Got a rock star look. 

Black leather. Pointy cowboy boots. Killer studs. 
Long dark hair. 

A dog-eat-dog-sly-smile. 

He was a cool guy. A smooth criminal. 

Tattoos. 

Skull rings. Crosses and bracelets. 

Hell's Angel? 

Dunno. 

But | liked him since day one, and so did Steve. 


We were from the same shit. 


We studied each other like two alpha males in the jungle for a while, then he broke the silence. 
Needless to say that Steve and | were shitting our pants for fear to be beaten again 

The chick- who really didn't look much older than us- crossed his arms on his dirty and slashed ALICE 
COOPER'S I97l t-shirt 

KILLER 


"Holy fuck!" 

Steve mourned into my ear. 

"Out of the frying pan, into the fire!" 

He couldn't help a naughty chuckle. 

"C'mon, chicks!" 

He said. 

"| won't bite ya, | promise!" 

After another awkward silence, we decided he was a good fellow and moved towards him. 
We shyly introduced us to him, and he finally gave us five and laughed. 
"I'm Tracii" 

he proudly told us. 

"TRACI GUNS." 


A DOGS (FUCKING) LIFE 
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chapter 22 


A DOG'S (FUCKING) LIFE 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


S. Louis, Illinois. 

God bless you, guy! 

I've fucking made it! 

Once in my life, | had a lucky stoke. 

He really was the right man the right moment. 

A colored guy. Believe it or not, chick, he really looked like the twin bro of Mohammed Ali. After that Friskies 
awful dinner, he really gave me the strength to go on instead of losing my soul by cursing the Lord. 

He's the living proof that Marvel's superheroes really exist and are among us. But.. was he rally a superhero.. 
or was he an Angel sent by the coolest God of Metal of all time just for me? 

By the other side of the road, there was a Greyhound station, so | tore up the street towards it. 

It was still raining hard. The bus stop was a tad mess, vandalized, scratched and marked by the local gangs or 
whatsoever, but it no doubt offered me a safe dry place for a while, waiting for a good ride to take me to the 
PARADISE CITY. 

There | was when the Grace touched me. 

| really needed to amp down. 

And how! 

| was sick and disgusted with my poor self and the rest of the world for eating that crappy dog food, and my 
eyes filled in tears in spite of myself. | was sure my bad luck was a gift of the fucking Reverend. 

That old scrub put the blame on me since day one. 

Even as a toddler he did beat me with his crappy belt! 

He couldn't stand me because | was a rebel without a cause, as he said. So he cursed me. He really did it. This 
is why, now and then, anything | do, turns into shit. 


(No one here gets out alivel) 


| stood there considering my riots. | was toast and needed to crash somewhere, but | also knew my "train" was 
somewhere coming, and | couldn't miss it! I'd also needed to rinse my contact lenses after a couple of days 
non-stop using, but, one more time, | couldn't. So | forced my eyes open in spite of contact lenses. Besides, | 
hadn't slept since | left granny's, and this lack of rest has made me a dead-man-walking. 

A strong wave of nausea hit me when | saw HIS hated face in my mind, and | felt proud of my fucking self, if 
nothing else, not to be his biological son. 

| was getting deeper and deeper into the shit. 

Starving. Spitting dust for thirst. Drenched in rain. Chilled. Lost in the darkness. 

(What else?) 

My nose didn't stop running. | was waiting for the Flood. Deep inside, | was sure it was my punishment for 
leaving that poor nerd priest who gave me my very first lift in his own shit. | really was daydreaming. In my 
hallucinations, | was fucking sure, in some strange way, he and that awful Black Crow stepfather of mine, had 
joined to kill me. 

It was the fucking too late for a bus. The next one was due for the morning after, so, one more time, | was 
doing very bad. 

No buses were due at that. Besides, | was going to get myself a cold My bones and tummy did hurt. | was 
feeling if, instead of being IT yrs old, | was 81. 

My thoughts and prayers ran to Iz 

Then | heard that kickass Pink Floyd riff drilling my heart. 


| wish you were here 


| was weeping while singing at the top of my lungs. 
Feeling so lonely | could die. 

(| fucking miss you, chick! 

| just can't stand to live without you, Iz!) 


| cried and cried, my tears falling from my cheekbones into the Friskies tin can wasted by Iz's knife. As 
addicted to him as I've always been, | was suffering a real withdrawal and getting cold turkey because of Iz 
Best of all, | missed his deep black piercing eyes. 

His pointy cheekbones. 

| was watching the glistening blade and feeling thirsty for blood. 

The Lizard King was fucking right. 

Blood is the rose of a mysterious union 

Blood 


(can heal a broken heart) 


As the blade hit the tender skin above my belt, | had a flashback. Saw myself in my old shit. Beaten and 
insulted all the time. | was in ball and chain and didn't know. 

Before we met, | was a skinny kid, all the time up the creek. He'd given me the strength to rage against the 
world and taught me how to use my anger to realize my 

(our) 

Dreams in spite of all the shit | had to go through. 


| suddenly realized that he had became a sort of filter between me and the rest of the world. 
We were speaking secret alphabets nobody else around us was able to understand. We were made for join our 


forces and stay together. 


Together we stand 
Divided we fall 


Holy crap, guys. Thinking about Iz really did the trick 

| really must have been addicted to him, because those eyes, in my mind, worked like a fix. 

| found peace and the will to live. 

Granny Anna used to say that what doesn't kill you, makes you stronger. So far so good. 

Besides, | wanted to join my dude no longer as BILL, but as AXL, in the name of our old and aborted project. 

I'll be the living tribute to the first band we started together. 

In loving memory. 

Life on the road was a good teacher, turning me from a daddy's girl to a real man 

(Sorry, lz! | know | left without waiting for your call- do you remember our pact? Before leaving Lafayette, 
you promised to find a job good enough for both of us to allow me to join you- but | fucking didn't. | just 
couldn't wait, dude. | couldn't amp down. As soon as | learned that that asshole Reverend Beetle wasn't my real 
father, | had to agitate the gravel from all that madness. My mom can suck. She really CAN, lz, because they 
deserve each other. They cheated me since day one. I'm sick of them all, granny enclosed. The mere thought to 


be one of them makes me puke! So, here | am. Sorry for wasting your plans by leaving before time, dude, but | 


had to! To leave or to die.) 


Here. Caption this, chicks! 
| must say it fit me like hand in glove. 


A commercial. About the fucking coolest t-shirts and gadgets I've ever seen in my life so far. 


SHIT HAPPENS 


Holy crap! 

It's the story of my life. 

Oh, yeah! It really is! | like it! Really fucking like it! 
(Must have one right NOW!) 

They really ROCK, dudes! 


(C'mon! Have one you too!) 


As | told you already, dudes, that slogan speed recaps in TWO WORDS the fucking story of my fucking life. 
And | swear to God as soon as | put my ass in the City of Angels, I'll have ONE! 


So far so good. 


THIS IS THE BEST PART OF THE TRIP! 


THIS IS THE TRIP! 
THE BEST PART! 
| REALLY LIKE IT! 


| couldn't help a chuckle. 
Had to do it. 
So, | fucking did it. 


(LIZARD KING, PLEASE! HELP ME! GIMME THE STRENGTH!) 


T-shirt or not, there | was, trying to find a reason for what | was going to do, brainwashing my own arm to 
be brave enough to give my mouth a taste of that crappy Friskies Veal. Deep inside | was sure that my dog, 
Janis, in my shoes, would give her pussy to the Reverend just for their SMELL. But, unfortunately, | wasn't 
Janis. Fucking wasn't! And l.. oh, God. 

It's crap. 

Really is! 

Caution! 

DANGER! 

When my tongue met my posh dinner, the world, for a bit, stop spinning round. 

| rolled my eyes and retched so hard | almost lost a contact lens for the second time since | was left. 
Before | could realize | was gonna hurling my guts all over the fucking parking, | upchucked it on my poor 
innocent All Star minding their own business. 

(Oh, fuck!) 

My beautiful shoes! 

They surely didn't deserve such a bad fate! 


What the fuck are you laughing for, dudes? 


I'd like to see you, in my shoes! 


| was totally pissed off. 
| lost my mind and cried. 


| fucking smashed the Friskies can till | wasn't able to recognize the Friskies label. | must admit that, after | did 
it, | felt a little better. 
Far from eyes = far from heart 


as they say. 
-and, most of all, far from my fucking weak STOMACH. 


Needless to say, as soon as the top had popped open, a crappy smell came from the fucking ass hole of Hell 


making me recoiling backwards almost a couple of miles. 


If the SMELL was HELL.. can you figure out the TASTE? 


Besides, the Veal Pieces were overdue. 

What the fucking else? 

Well, anyway, being much too softy, at the moment, wasn't helping. 
It sounded like a death sentence. 


| really got no choice. 


(Please, Lord! Get a load of me, if YOU can!) 


Oh, dudes! 
I'd need the pen of Edgar Allan Poe to describe you THAT smell.. 


(DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- 
DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- DO-IT-FOR-JEFF- DO-IT-FOR-JEFF-DO-IT..) 
~. For whom am | doing it? 


(for IZ!) 
Three... two... one... GOI 


Got a scary flashback 
The Holy Bible. The Gospel. Back from Lafayette to torture me. 


LUKE, 22-42 

"Father, 

if it is YOUR pleasure, take this..." 
well.. 


" this CUP from me!" 


What the fuck, dudes! 
| was sweating great drops of blood like Jesus Christ did on the Mountain of Olives. 


"But, still." 
| forced my mouth opened to WELCOME the food Jesus Christ, in His huge goodness, has given me for free. 


"Let YOUR pleasure..." 


A strong wave of nausea went up my throat and knocked me down on my knees but | decided to ignore it and 


swallowed hard till my first mouthful went down, and.. 
„yeah. Down it went, but Just to back up right after at the speed of light. 


".. be DONE!" 


So far so good, chicks! 


There | was. Hurling my fucking guts off. In the middle of nothing. Gagging anything left in my throat and 


spitting a river of saliva on my wasted shoes. 


Suddenly, a DORITO CHIPS truck came in and parked close to my long, black, bended shadow. 
| was much too fucked up to even raise my thumb and welcome him, but | knew he probably was my only 


chance left to quit that awful place and hit my fucking STREET OF DREAMS. 


When | was sure there was nothing left to puke, | took a deep breath and cleaned my mouth in my poor 
sweatshirt sleeve. 


Then it happened. 


A black shadow as big as the fucking Grand Canyon swallowed me in one go. 


Before | could say AMEN, one ghastly hand came out the darkness and handed me a Kleenex. 


"Hey, dude?" 
A very deep male voice with a hard Midland accent asked in concern from behind my shoulders. 


"Any better, now?" 


FUCK ME, | PAY WELL! 
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chapter 23 


FUCK ME, | PAY WELL 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


My very first night inside was a very crappy one. Too upset and disgusted to even try to sleep an hour, | 
fucking spent last night spinning round and round and round again like a fucking record. 

Needless to say that Popcorn and our new dude, Tracii, instead, are snoring like chain saws. 

Anyway, in spite of its bad name, Tracii swears that this is the best place of the jail. | like him, dudes. Like him 
so much because he's a fucking cool one. Trust me. He really ROCKS. 

He's a hard guy. He told me he's twenty and has been on the road since he was thirteen. | couldn't help a very 
naughty chuckle when he said the Arabian sweeper - the old one who worked the night shift - got a soft 
point- not to say a FUCKING crush - on him poor self. 

"Someday he'll got what he deserves!” 

He added, taking his tale to an end and lighting a cancer stick. 

| warn you, dudes: he most of all likes fresh meat. So, keep your ass tight!" 


Well, dudes. 

As an insider, I'm a fucking first timer, so I'm trying to make the habit to any single noise. 

Being in jail is a great experience for a street guy as | am, so | don't wanna miss a thing. 

The silence of the rest. 

Here and there guys coughing and sneezing and spitting phlegm. Hearty laughs. Chattering. Soft voices. Hard 
snoring. And | didn't fail to recognized someone cold turkey - maybe the poor Chicano trucker- disgustingly 


upchucking his own guts somewhere in the darkness. 


Shit! Here he fucking was. The Arabic jail-sweeper of the second round bush at night. A sort of negative living 
legend. Stunted and dwarf, with a sickly goat goatee, came out of the darkness and materialized in front of our 
cell. 

Tracii laughed hard. 

"Some once told me he got turned back teeth like those of a fucking camel" he said with a chuckle staring 
Popcorn, who was drilling his nose with both hands, "but so far I've not been able to verify". 


I's rumored, though, that this asshole is always horny, night and day. 
What the fuck, dudes! 
(Speak of the devil and sprouting horns!) 


In the throes of the most vulgar and wanton lust, under cover of darkness, a creepy grin on his long goat like- 
face, the sweeper wandered down the corridor looking for young and fresh meat to satiate his hunger. 

Guess, dudes. How the fuck did that hyena ridens to obtain.. call it food? 

By clinging to the bars of your cage, putting his asshole head inside and making you a bitch radiography with 
his rat horny eyes. Then he run his tongue on his pendulous lips as liver slices dropping a long string of drool 
like a fucking bulldog. 

Then he made a sign to approach, luring victims with a nice carton of Marlboro holding ambush in his trousers 
ready for use. And as soon as you bite and get closer to grab it and dumb him, he breathed on you in the 
face: 

"YOU FUCK?" 

"He tried to fuck me in the ass" Tracii said "but all he got, the poor faggot, was an EPIC FAIL!" 

So, while you did portray disgusted trying not to upchuck in his face the sickening slop of the jail, he slammed 
his lashes that looked like ass hair showing you the fucking Marlboro: 


"| PAY WELL!" 


Needless to say the badass had tried the recipe with us too, but, one more time, it gone wrong. 

He did even worse with Tracii. 

The poor dustman had a fucking crush on him, and our new dude broke his poor heart without mercy. 
Tracii had pretty fooled him and then, as soon as he could, had cheated the carton of cancer sticks and 
punched the Arabic so hard he made him a face like a fucking bagpipe -or, at least, so he said. 


Since then, Tracii assured me the sweeper had leave him the fucking alone. 


And what about the insiders? 

Apparently, their idea of fun consisted in burps and farts contests valid for the league title, and so on and so 
forth. 

"But it gets worse" explained Tracii, lighting himself a fag. "Trust me. So, mind your own business, dudes. | say 


this to you. For your fucking health." 


All of a sudden, while we all are falling asleep, the fucking cock speaker started to crackle. 


"STEVEN COLETTI and JEFFREY DEAN ISBELL!!!" 

We jumped out like champagne corks. 

"| RE-PEAT: STE-VEN CO-LET-T1..” 

the disembodied voice spelled 

".. AND JEF-FREY DE-AN IS-BELLIMII! PLEASE, AN-SWERI!! IT IS A OR-DERI!I" 

Groggy as | was, | fucking hit my head against Steve's bed just over mine and he, poor asshole, woke up with a 
start and fell headfirst to the ground. 

"Help mell!" Popcorn cried, getting rid of his bitch army blanket full of knots, spots and cigarette burns with a 
kick 

"| surrender! Please! Please! Help me! | surrender! | swear it! Please, don't hurt me!" 

His groggy voice was broken with sobs. 

"I am the only son of my widowed mother.. so, please! Have mercy! DO NOT SHOOT!" 

He blew his running nose in his own KISS t-shirt hitting the famous Guinness World Record Gene Simmons's 
long tongue. 

"lm fucking underage! Really don't deserve to die so young!” 

"Shut up, mob!" Tracii warned him, annoyed, turning the ass to the other side to look him straight in the eye 
balls. 

"Go to sleep, you moron! Nobody wants to kill you, fool!" 

He let go a fart. 


"So, please, cut it and let me crash in peace!" 


Anyway, the fucking cock speaker wasn't finished with us, yet. So, at the third call on appeal, me and Popcorn 
decided to break the silence and respond. 


"HERE WE ARE!" 
We cried, feeling like two Navy Seals. It fucking was a gas. 
"WELL! MAY GOD BLESS YOU!" 


The disembodied voice continued in a mocking tone. 
"TAKE YOUR TIME, CHICKS!" 


Then it suddenly raised in pitch and exploded in an inhuman cry. 


"WHILE YOURE THERE, WHAT ABOUT A CUP OF TEA WITH PASTRIES, GUYS?" 
Steve and | looked at each other without saying a word. 

"GET UP AND GET DRESSED! YOU CUNTS!" 

The invisible voice said. 

"HURRY UP!" 


The speaker, already bad, went totally fucked up. 


For a long time we didn't hear anything but static and barrels deafening. 


Then there came a clear round and a raspberry. 

PRRRTTT-CRRRTT-TRRRTT 

Then it was the turn of a shadowy background patter similar to the noise of a thousand mouths chewing. 
Moral of the story: we didn't understand a shit. 

After a while from this old story, back to us was the Invisible Voice. 

" YU HAVE A FUCKING SAINT IN HEAVEN, CUNTS!" 

And then it broke again. 

RRRTTT-CRRRTT...TRRRTT 


When they finally managed to fix it, the sound seemed to come directly from Hell. 


".. A BENEFACTOR" 
CCRRT.. PRRRT.. 


"WHO.. ANT.. T.. R..MA... AN.NYMOUS..”" 


A barrage of shocks and disturbances of any kind eat the rest of the sentence in one gulp. 
Then it came out 


"A JERK HAS JUST BAILED." 


Now that we were back on the loose, Steve and | were wondering: 


WHO THE FUCK HAD PAID THE BAIL? 


But above all 
WHY DID HE? 


YOURE IN THE JUNGLE, BABY! YOURE GONNA DIE! 
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chapter 24 


YOU'RE IN THE JUNGLE, BABY! YOU'RE GONNA DIE.. 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


1-Eleven. 


Oh, thanks Heavenl 


As long as | got the MUSIC, nothing can bother me! 

Yeah. Nothing but the hungry werewolf who's slaying my guts to the point of driving me totally nuts. 

Hey dudes. 

It hurts. 

Never felt so fucked up in my life, so far. 

Didn't know how weak hunger can make you feel. 

I'm losing my head. Really. Going insane. 

The faint smells of food is killing me. 

Mirages. Obsessions. Chimeras. Living on the edge, between dreams and reality, as it turned out, can be a lethal 


weapon. So, | found out I'm a victim of my own device. 


Needless to say, the time is not my ally. On the fucking contrary. Holy crap, I'm getting worse more and more. 


French fries. Grilled Cheddar. Blue cheese. Crispy French fries. BBQ sauce. Candy popcorn. Bags of salt € vinegar 
and, of course, cheese and onion chips. Strawberry FANTA. 

What the fucking else? 

Oh, yeah! How could | forgot? Onion rings!!! 


l'm really feeling like an ankle-biter on the verge of throwing a tantrum. 

And how! 

Saw a little All-nighter on the road and can't fucking stop drooling. 

| could sell my ass on the fucking Route bb for a packet of BBQ Corn Nuts! Trust me. I'm not kidding. 


It may seems extreme, but it doesn't mean it's never going to happen 


At some point, | saw a light. A neon one. It has been then that | suddenly realized that, if | witnessed luck for 
the first time in my life, maybe | would have survived long enough to tell it to Jeff as soon as we were joined 
together. 

(Yeah! Never to leave again’) 

After that, everything happened very quickly. 

| crossed the street without even looking around, running the risk of being hit by a crappy truck as big as my 
bad luck. 

| didn't give a fuck to die underage. 

Wrapped in the icy itchy mantle of dawn, | was living in a movie. 

Music and voices 

(and SMELLS! Oh-my-fucking-Godl Fuck that SMELLS!) 

All around me like ghosts. 

(Leave me the fucking alone!) 

| felt like a living magnet. Irresistibly drawn to the MALL. 

The temple of the era of consumerism was calling me. 

Ill never forget that queasy feeling. 

It was as if an invisible thread dragged me to safety. 


All my thoughts suddenly ran home. 

Mom herself got her favorite Seven Eleven a stone's throw from home, just around the corner, ready to use. 
To the asshole stepfather of mine, all you could find in there except what he called BIBLICAL FOOD was 
RUBBISH, POISON or even EVIL FOOD. Yeah. Sad but true, we were stuck in the head by dint of blows and 
strapped that, as children of Eve, we would be rotting for eternity just to have tasted "the apple of sin’ ONCE! 
Looking back now, after some time, | regret | was dead wrong about my Old Man 

You know, chicks and dudes. 

| was lucky without fucking knowing it. 

What a lovely, delicious daddy | had! 


Joking aside, to the Reverend Beetle, all the malls in the world were armpits. 


Applesauce! 

This is why I've never been in a mall since | was 14. 

| swear it. 

Needless to say, we kids just worship all that RUBBISH. 

Eventually he was to instill in his children the sublime taste of the FORBIDDEN. Him- and him alone. With his 
cruel prohibitions and punishment that really made no sense to us. 


How sad that the poor has never get the message! 


Captain America has been torn apart 


He's a court jester with a broken heart 


Of course, all of this, for us who grew up like poisonous mushrooms in the shade of its bare branches, was 


fucking Gospel. Also because living with him was 


no bed of roses 


no pleasure cruise 


In fact the punishment for offenders, caught in the act or just alleged, once again, was a good deal of 


strapping. 


But no more talk and let's go. Do you mind, you cunts? I'm literally dying of hunger. 

Now that I'm around the block, | don't wanna miss a fucking thing. And is with a long strand of drool, made 
neurotic because of anxiety, | rummaged in my pockets looking for some bucks to offer as a donation to the 
fucking sparkling Temple of Consumerism and of Eternal Perdition. 

So far so good, guys. 

Let's face it. After the canned FRISKIES meal, | don't know- and don't give a fuck- about you, but | swear I'd 
give away my rotten ass for An expired hot dog and a can of TUPI 

(Yeah) 

This is nothing but the shocking truth. 

(Awesome ideal) 


| was all about it. 
All right. ACTION! 


Backpack on my shoulder, thrilled to death and full of high hopes, | slang my body and soul in the fucking 


supermarket while resurrecting from the insane recesses of my mind my pass for the fortune and fame. 


If you got the money, honey 
We got your disease 


(Modesty aside, I'm a fucking genius. l'm a very gifted lyricist. Yeah. Not to say that, as a singer and front 
man, l'm even better. That scoundrel of a two-bit preacher also repeated to me | was fucking great. And how! 


It suited him for sure, at that dirty rat, the butterfly | had, trapped in my throat!) 


So, please! 


Let me high speed recap. 


St. Louis, ILLINOIS. 

Seven-fifteen in the morning. 

The MALL has just opened. 

First thing | saw, the storekeepers, who run back and forth with the forklift on the wet floor placing the goods 
on the shelves while, one by one, the mighty neon lights are lit. 


| launched like a fucking rocket over the sliding glass doors, skipping the produce section in the lane to fly to 
my beloved aforesaid JUNK FOOD. 

Let me say | don't give a fuck about the cholesterol! 

What the fuck, guys. I'm only seventeen! 


| got one chance left in a nine lives cat 


Yeah, maybe. But | also got a whole life ahead, though, to cure my liver 
(if you don't gnaw!) 


For once in this dog's life | wanted to enjoy it all without spoiling it for me thinking about my future. 


The shelf in front of me was indescribable. An orgy of gluttony to do not one, but ten, a hundred, a thousand 
time indigestion. 

Fuck. 

| was getting sick. 

Feeling dizzy. 


| really didn't know where to focus my eyes. 


Chicken Chipotle Mini Tacos 
(the thread of drool fell from my mouth on the floor) 
4 packs Box for $l 


OMFG. 

| can't believe my eyes. 

From the packaging, a very sexy girl with platinum blonde hair in a bikini on a tropical beach was tempting me 
by offering me a bunch of tasty roast chicken flavored corn triangles. 

Chipotle Mini Tacos! 

(Be the death of mel) 

| want to pave William Blake's Excess Way with Mini Tacos to arrive, riding a TUP can six feet tall, to the 
famous Palace of Wisdom of the fucking Lizard King. 

So | put in the shopping cart six packs. Crack avarice! | really don't give a fuck about breaking my budget. 

I've spent six bucks. Saved fifteen twenty-five. 


As a compulsive shopper | also bought: 


| SMUFFY Instant Cappuccino FOR $ 0.50 
| EL PASO hamburger FOR $ 2.50 


Diced ham. Canned noodles with meatballs. A spray whipped cream. Two tubes of Pringles. Four cans of TUP. 
And a DOT pack 


So | have two bucks left for my future. 


Two bucks. For the fortune and fame. 


Pay at the checkout. Put everything two big grocery bags, picked up my backpack from the shopping cart and 


sling out in search of my place in the sun. 


The instinct brought me back to the old Florence Nightingale. The Elementary school where | had my last step 
off the hitch. God bless that man, guys! He really saved my life. 

Well, the school has a patio rocking with a large terrace that was suspended about ten feet off the ground. 
And considering that if necessary, it may serve very well as a canopy, as soon as | saw it, | got the idea to 
camp out under it. 

Plus. At first patrol, what did | find if not an old military sleeping bag? With some tears here and there, of 


course, but still good enough for the cause. 


"What a gas!" 
| cried, letting slip the back pack on the ground and placing in a dry safe place the two grocery bags. 
"What a fucking dumb luck | got!" 


It was a cake course. A cheesy way out. 

Unfortunately, however, | couldn't finish the sentence. 

Suddenly, from my makeshift shelter emerged two terrifying eye balls with pinpoint pupils. 
"YOU KNOW WHERE YOU ARE?" 

Wondered a phlegmy end-stage-emphysema voice. 


| crashed and burned like a fucking Molotov cocktail. 


"F-fuck.." 
"You're in the jungle, baby!" 


Roared the disembodied itchy voice. 


"You're gonna diiiieeeeeeell!" 


What the fuck was that, the Welcoming Committee? 


Loved Illinois's hospitality so much! 

Thank you, S. Louis!!! 

Thumb up! 

When I'll be rich and famous, | swear you'll be repaid. 

Did you get the message, guys? 

Said it once and | fucking bitterly repeated it. 

"What a fucking dumb luck | got!" 

There he was. 

"What's your bag, man? Let's see if we have anything in common.” 


(Before you eat me in one gol) 


"You know where you are? 
You're in the jungle, baby! 


You're gonna die.." 


OUT ON BAIL 
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chapter 25 


OUT ON BAIL 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


After the sun striped, | and That fool clown Steven were back on track. 
Sunset Strip. 


(Here we gol) 
And there we were, in fact, sitting on the sidewalk as two fucking beached whales. Hands in pockets. 


Ready to crash and burn 


(We'll never learn) 


All we got is a business card that, actually, represents all that we know about our Mysterious Benefactor. Aka 


Mr. X. The Man who posted bail and restored freedom for us. 


"Whaz up?" 

Asked Popcorn lighting a cancer stick on the wrong side. 

(HOLY CRAP!) 

Where the fuck do people like him come from? What kind of a LESSER GOD can ever claim such a creature? 


| didn't say a word. He was a living circus. 


There he was 

"C-c-c-c cough cough cough coughhhhh.. what the f-cough! Coughcoughcoughcoughhhhhhh..." 

Spitting his lungs out and hurling his guts all over the sidewalk. 

Biting the inside of my cheeks not to laugh to hard in his face, | patted his back. To save his fucking life, | had 
to clap him a barrage of deadly blows. 


"What the fuck do we do now?" 

Exhaled him after a quarter of an hour long ER. 

| swear | seriously feared for his pointless life, guys. Trust me. 

The poor fool wasn't able to tear his eye balls from the address printed on the cardboard. 


The business card was awesome. 


TOWER RECORDS 
Music and DVD 
8840 w Sunset Blvd, 
West Hollywood, 

LA, CA 90069 


A giant of the music industry and, to us, rock stars to be, a living legend. And whoever does not know that 


world-famous chain? 


"But it's weird" 

He said, shaking his bleached platinum blonde hair. 

"What do this people want from us?" 

"Fuck do | know? We just have to go there and find out." 

"l'm not coming." 

"Why?" 

"They fucking hate my guts, dude!" 

"Says who?" 

"Says me. They don't want me in there. There must be a mistake or whatsoever." 
He swallowed hard then he lighted another fag. This time, though, he did it by the right side. 
"Well. To be honest, as a kid, | used to..." 

".. to SHOPLIFT it. Ok. | got the message, man" 

| patted him on one shoulder. 

"So what? Do you feel like going or not?" 

"| don't know." 

He roughly scratched his head like a monkey. 

"Maybe is a fucking trap to catch me." 

"You were just a kid, you moron! Growing up your face has changed a lot for sure, man! Your face, now, is 
surely different from the one you got as a child, you asshole!" 

He raised his head. 

"Yeah, but..." 


"But your buggy brain is fucking not!" 


TOWER RECORDS. 

What shall | say? 

| spent half of my stay here in LA. with my nose smashed in the fucking windows fancying a wonderful Gibson 
Les Paul as white as the wings of a guardian angel, so, what the fuck? 

You may say I'm a beginner. 

l'm a jerk. Call me as you please, guys. 

But | ain't a fool. 

(Oh, no!) 

l'm a fucking GUITARIST. 

(Love my BABY!) 

Nowadays, for people like us, even the mere idea of being hired by TR. is a mission impossible. 

| really envy people who works in there and has do to everyday eight hours per day with the fancy Les Paul, 
Stratocasters etc. 


Then | turned the business card on the white side and fucking saw it. 

Wow, guys! 

There was an inscription done with a mountain pen. 

Despite the fresh ink had stained the cardboard, decipher the writing wasn't bad business. 


DANIEL J. "RED CROW" LIVINGSTON 
Tower Records Classical Annex 
Office of Human Resources 


Phone +I-310-657-3410 
And below, in capital letters: 


MONDAY, MARCH 6TH 
9:00 am. 


HONOR YOUR FATHER 
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chapter 26 


HONOR YOUR FATHER 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


GOD!!! 
-NO! 


| wanted to scream, but had no voice. 


PLEASE! 
-| BEG YOU.. 


My dry throat emitted a meow like that of an infant. 
The Black Man does not hear or pretend not to hear me. 
My prayers silently went through him as if he were a ghost. But he wasn't. Not at all. 


His fucking slaps were all too real and concrete. Once again, he was all wet and |, fucking innocent. 


(Please! Amp down! Don't hurt mel) 
Any time he touched me, he broke my heart. 
(Did you know- did you really know how much | loved you?) 


| would have given my life for him.. my cursed life, if only he had asked me. 

My garbage life -for what it was worth. 

There | was. In pain. 

Under a hail of insults and slaps, | finally collapsed on my sis Amy's bed and, instinctively, | crumpled on my 
fucking self to shelter my face from his blows. 


Applesauce. 
l'm just a little kid. He's an adult with two biceps like Popeye's. 
So, beating me is like shooting the Red Cross. 


| covered my ears weeping. 
(Maybe it works! If | do not hear THAT NOISE, perhaps I'll feel less pain!) 
But, of course, it didn't work. 


His voice was like a thunderstorm. 


WILLIAM BRUCE BAILEY! 

REPENT FOR YOUR SINS! 

YOURE A CHILD OF THE DEVIL AND YOU WILL BURN IN HELL FOREVER!!! 

My poor heart was pounding in my chest as | saw his gnarled hands as big as two fucking redwoods tinkering 
with the infamous black leather snake he wore as a belt. The deafening CLANG! 

of the bucket made me retch for fear. And then it fell to the ground 

Hit by a vagrant sunray, the polished buckle dazzled me. 

Suddenly, my poor young, blossoming prostate, had a fucking blast. 

| realized | was peeing my pants in terror. 

(BOTTOMS UP!) 

But unfortunately, given the situation | was going through, all | could do was squeezing my fucking thighs as 
hard as | could. If | let it out, for me it would be the End. 

Paralyzed with horror, | tried escape against Amy's bed wall, painted candy pink. 

All of a sudden | became convinced that, if | could reason with him, PERHAPS | got one chance left. 


"What have | done wrong this time? Can you tell me? Can |, at least, know WHY THE FUCK you're beating me?" 
SLACK 
| was an Island of pain in my own tears sea. My body stiffened and the wicked witch from Snow White, staring 


at me with hatred from the bedspread of my sis, turned my blood to molten lava. 


| wanted to scream at the top of my lungs, but | couldn't. 


My mouth was full of boiling magma. 
"Forgive me.. please! 

SLACK 

"Mercy." 


My prostate was throbbing. The kidneys hurt so badly that | didn't dare breathe for fear of losing control and 
pee my fucking pants. Then, suddenly, my stomach lurched and the pain got worse. 

Each lash brought me on the verge of letting it all out. 

Once again, | risked lethal consequences. 


| kicked and screamed. 
"STOP IT, PLEASE! STOP.. THE FUCKING... IT.. PLEASE!" 


Suddenly, the Thanksgiving turkey was backing up my throat along with everything I've eaten since | was born. 
(Fuck!) 

| was about to hurl my fucking guts all over my sis's candy pink wall 

SLACK! 

| swallowed hard and coughed, chocked by my own vomit. 

(I'm going to have a heart attack!) 

| thought, but unfortunately | knew | was wrong. | was sure that, if | had died, he would stop torturing me. 
After a while, however, seeing that death did not come, | tried my last chance: | decided to CONFESS. 


(But. to confess WHAT? | hadn't done ANYTHING wrong!) 
"Father, please! Forgive me! | was wrong, but | won't ever more, | promise you..” 


Once again, it's all my fault. I'm the only one to blame. The black sheep or whatsoever. Call it as you please. 
Although | did not even have a clue about what the fuck | done to deserve such punishment. 


Then | got a flashback. 


We are in the Church. 

Suffused in the glow of votive candles, | can see the aisle adorned with white lilies. 
Beards of wax dripping everywhere. 

Voices. Singing Gospels. 

(What the fuck!) 

My bro and sis's voices. 

(And mine, of course) 

His pulpit. His Bible. 


Open on the oak wood music stand. 


Waiting FOR ME. 
The Scriptures. 
The Psalms. 


(YEAH! SURE!) 
Then | threw my fucking ace in the hole. 
PSALM 23, I. 


"THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD" 


| whispered, my voice cracking from the searing pain of my bleeding open wounds. 


SLACK! 

"SHUT UP, SATAN!" 

My head was spinning. 

My skin was stretched and cracked. It was so fucking horrible and went on so long that, at some point, | 


thought | would die. Seeing my blood dripping on the bedspread, | really felt like the Lamb of Sacrifice. 
AGAIN. PSALM 23, 2. 
"| LACK NOTHING." 


| relied on the Psalms, patting my chest, trying all my best to speak his language, but | know it's useless. Cause 
he did it on purpose. He really liked beating and humiliate me. All he wanted was to hurt me. To pee on me like 
an alpha male, to let his smell on me. His ultimate aim was to brand me as a loser. Deep inside, in fact, he was 


aware that, someday, | would have been much stronger and powerful than he was. 
At the time, however, waiting for my glory-to-be-, | realized | had no choice. So | had to bow to his authority. 


"TO MY FAULT, MY MOST GRIEVOUS FAULT..." 
SSSSSSLAAAACKKE'! 


Now, Petrified with grief and pain, | sobbed in silence. 
No more tears, for me. No more prayers. 
But in my heart, no cross was missing. 


As for my ass, it surely was the most torn country. 


Mind, guys. 

Its not the first time he hits me, and certainly it won't be the last one. 

Because of him, until | was in Ith Grade Freshman, | never wanted to wear a fucking belt. | really couldn't stand 
it. The sight of a belt was enough to feel my skin crawl and my stomach churn, 

| fucking swear it. 


I'd rather die than wear one. 


So, sometimes, my pants fell down to the knees and everyone, at school, made fun of me. 
(Holy fuck’) 


| had become the laughingstock of the school. 


Someday, all | wanted was to die and be buried alive. 


Here we go. 
Always the same story. Bruises and scratches. Chipped teeth. Broken ass. I've got used to be beaten 
What a crappy life, guys! 


I'm your charity case 

So buy me something to eat 
Ill pay you at another time 
Take me to the end of the line 


"Dad, please! Stop it! Listen to me..." 
"SHUT UP! GET AWAY FROM THIS SERVANT OF GOD." 


SOCKI 
"SATAN!" 


| spat a trickle of blood and spotted the famous Snow White bedspread. The Witch got the worse. 


(Fuck her, guys! 
But.. are you sure it is a SHE? Or is it a HE?) 


| can't help a naughty chuckle when her long black flapping robe became his. An evil laugh from the hell drilled 


my eardrums and crushed me against the candy pink wall 
(What the fuck..) 


I'm going to be sick. 

To pee my pants FOR SURE. 

To DIE. 

And yet.. | cannot take my eyes off my own blood that is expanding into the wide open jaws of the Wicked 
Witch. 


"ASK FORGIVENESS FROM THE LORD YOUR GOD, YOU BASTARD!" 


SLACK! 


"Dad! Please! Stop it! Mercy! l.. | won't do it again! Trust me! | swear to God! Never.. ever again." 
"DO NOT SWEAR, YOU BASTARD...” 
SLACK! 


" BECAUSE YOU ARE NOT EVEN ABLE TO TURN IN BLACK ONE ONLY OF YOUR DIRTY GINGER HAIR!" 
"FATHER! Have mercy. 

SLACK 

"CHRIST! Have mercy." 

SLACK 

‘LORD! Have mercy." 

SLACK 

"NO MERCY" 

SLACK 

"NO MERCY FOR YOU! SINNER!" 


(| MUSTN'T CRY-I MUSTN'T CRY-I MUSTN'T CRY-| MUSTN'T CRY-I MUSTN'T CRY-1 MUSTN'T CRY-] MUSTN'T 
CRY-| MUSTN'T CRY-1 MUSTN'T CRY-1 MUSTN'T CRY-] MUSTN'T CRY-] MUSTN'T.) 


Then the unspeakable happened. 


A large patch of pee drank my blood. The toothless smile of the Witch was lost between lightning and 
thunderbolts in the stormy sky. 

The Black Creature, ghastly grinning on the rocky peak, in the fury of the elements, with the claws sunk into 
the flesh of the poisoned apple, established the triumph of EVIL. 

Needless to say that, in my immeasurable shame, | take it as an omen. 

All around the black pointy hood, because of my poor innocent prostate, the Wicked Witch now has a golden 
aura as if SHE were a Saint. 

SHE... HE.. 

(OMFG.. Are they really the same being?) 


| don't understand a fuck. | swear. I'm going nuts. 


"YOU DIRTY DISGUSTING PIG!" 
Barked the Wicked Witch, swallowing me in one go. 
"LOOK AT WHAT YOU DID, YOU DIRTY BASTARD!" 


SLACK! 
SLACK! 
SLACK! 


And there SHE/HE was. 

Leaned over me. 

Forced me to take a bite of the red juicy poisoned apple. 
The room spun wildly for a while, then it stop abruptly. 


Everything around me got cold. 
And DARK. 


God.. if only he knew.. but he has never known and never will 
|, though, know and feel bad. Much to bad. 

Dad.. why don't you understand? 

l.. 


SLACK! 
.. Just wanted.. 
SLACK! 


~ the GOODNIGHT kiss.. 


Suddenly, a splash of hot liquid on the thigh tore me from the darkness scattering the last faintly fluffs of 


my nightmare. 
"What the fuck.." 


Then | saw it. 

My heart skipper a beat. 

A hungry, dangerous stray dog. 

"lim not a fucking tree!" 

| took a look around to see where | was. 

"What the fuck | slept?" 

The Secret Shelter under the terrace. The dirty sleeping bag of the Toxic. His tattered and torn plaid My 
backpack full of supplies and treats. 


You Know where you are? 
You're in the jungle, baby.. 


you're gonna dieeee 


Nice shot, dude! 

It may be a killer badass riff! 

It really ROCKS. 

You know? Someday I'll write a song for it. Trust me. 


Gonna smash the fucking world! 


Wait and see! 


Anyway, the Toxic, turned out, was a court jester with a broken heart. 

In spite of his questionable way to welcome me, he allowed me to crash on the board that acted as an 
insulator between the cold ground and his sleeping bag. 

In my sleep | got agitated. And what did this rotten guy do? Instead of kicking me in the ass, he even covered 
me! 

I've still got the plaid over my shoulders. 

(He sold it to me for a pack of Cheese Nachos.) 


"l." he said, linking his arm above the elbow with a black leather studded belt, "hope you are around the block." 
| swallowed hard. 


(Awesome. Never seen a junkie shooting up, so far! I'm a small town white boy. What the fuck should | do?) 
| was at the sea Impossible to cut out. 

Do the math. 

l'm in HIS fucking hole. 

Wearing HIS fucking quilt. 

HE's got a LETHAL WEAPON. 

I'm a poor GREENHORN. 

(WHAT ELSE?) 


| nodded. Told him | was experienced. | was so cool. | winked and lit my cancer stick with style. 


| might be a little young 


but honey | ain't naive 


A narrow gush of tea-colored poison sprayed out of the needle. 

| watched with my eye balls out of my head. 

| have paid myself the right to watch. 

(Two fucking bucks, dudes. Too much for such a rotten stinky sleep bag!) 

He took the belt off and let it fall to the ground. Then he shot back on the plunger to make sure he hit a vein 
and the syringe was filled with thick black blood. 

| felt a warm acid gush backing up my throat. 

(And now.. what the fuck is he doing?) 

At this point, something went wrong. 

He pushed hard the plunger and.. 


WOW, DUDES! 
All over ME went his black thick blood. 


There | was. Sipping my SMUFFY INSTANT CAPPUCCINO and fighting not to hurl my fucking guts all over the 
Toxic Bro, as | nicknamed him. 

Suddenly, after the Toxic interlude, | felt sick. Had to hurl. 

| threw up that SMUFFY shit all over my fucking self. 

The junkie didn't even notice when a vagrant spray ended on his slashed jeans. 

My invisible wounds reopened and began to bleed. 

‘It was just a dream..." 

| mourned to myself, moving away from the eyes a long strand of carrot-colored all drenched in sweat. 


".. it ain't the first. You can do it. Surely can. You went through this before..." 
But deep inside, | know it's too late to close the door that nightmare had wide opened. 


(By the way, dudes. 
Do you know the secret closet of BLUEBEARD? 
You've been warned. 


So, welcome to my nightmare!) 


I'm so fucking sick | could die. And all | knew was that, for my disease, like for this poor fellow's one, now flying 
high stoned and fucked up in his Opium Paradise, there was one only cure: BLOOD. 


One more time, the Lizard King was absolutely right. 


BLOOD IS THE ROSE 
OF MYSTERIOUS UNIONS 


| was stinky sure there wasn't another way to feel good again 


So, please, don't make those shocked faces, dudes! 

Caption this guy. Anyone has got his medicine. So, what the fuck? 
He got his HEROINE. 

| got my PSALMS. 

I'm sure you understand. 


(Don't mock me or I'll fucking smash your front teeth!) 


The Demons the night mare awakened were thirsty for blood. 
For MINE. 


My trembling fingers pulled the razor blade that | used to wear on my left ear as an earring ready for use. 
Heedless of the cold wind, | threw the sweatshirt away and offered my white skin to the ghastly flash of the 
blade. 


It clipped uncertain scarlet letters from the darkness of a past that never dies. 
Sharp and grotesque letters dripping blood crowded my chest. Letters made of pain. 
Made of tears. 

Made of BLOOD. 

Poisonous words. As sharp as the razor blade they came from. 


Cruel words erupted from the empty shell of my fucking shredded flesh. 
The BLADE of the FORGIVENESS burns like the Hell fire. Yeah, but it keeps away the gangrene of memories. 
The bloody wounds of the body cure the ones of the soul. 


I'm the Lamb of Sacrifice. 
I'm the LIVING BIBLE. 
| AM. THE WORD. MADE FLESH. 


HONOR THY FATHER 


Cites my belly, between the dark furrows of the ribs and the small superficial cuts left by all the failed 
attempts. 


IM THE LORD THY GOD 
THOU SHALT NO HAVE STRANGE GODS 
BEFORE ME 


RED CROW, YOU WON'T HAVE MY SCALPI 
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chapter 21 


RED CROW, YOU WON'T HAVE MY FUCKING SCALP! 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


(WHAT A GAS, GUYS!) 
Life can be a fucking bed of roses. 
(Did you know it, dudes?) 


And, if you're lucky, without thorns that prick your ass. 

What a mess we did, me and Steve! 

| mean the job interviews. Our stairway to heaven We're much too cool! Fucking born rock stars! 

l'm pretty sure the old TR- TOWER RECORDS - has never seen anyone like us in ages. 

Popcorn is a living legend. He's totally hopeless, too. 

He peacefully faced his fate and here he is now, waiting for an answer, drilling his nose in public without shame 


and then wiping his fingers on my fucking jeans. 


"What the fuck, Adler!!!" 
| rolled my eyes. 
(Jesus!) 


What have | done wrong to deserve such a hard punishment? 


From this point on, the story of our life takes a fucking ROCK turn. But.. we'll get to in a bit. 

Let's take a step back and see together how things went. 

Caption this. 

There he was, Popcorn, sitting in the waiting room reading a Marvel comic and laughing on his own in his 
severed world. 

That poor jerk had put his foot on a dog poop on the sidewalk in front of the megastore and this, in the 
narrow waiting room, didn't help at all 

On the contrary! 

Mixed up with the air freshener, poop became a lethal nerve gas. And the room turned into a fucking gas 


chamber. 


As soon as the interviews were over, they left us in the waiting room to mature as we were salami. 

By the way, guys. You really should see the Barbary Macaque. Playing with his own LICES and throwing them 
all over the room forcing those poor other people here waiting to leave. 

| grabbed him by his fucking hand. 

"Stop it! What are you fucking doing?" 

"C'mon, man. Don't be scared! I'm here with you. So, there's nothing to fear about! Mine is a tactic learned in 


the jungle. I'm an Alpha male, and l'm just putting away the competition Take that to your heart!" 
So far so good. 
(What the fuck shall | do with this charity case?) 


There we were. 

Waiting for the SUN. 

Nothing left to blame but ourselves for wasting our only chance left in a nine lives cat to built a dream for 
the fucking future. Or, at least, that was what we thought during our long pointless waiting. 


When, after ten thousand years, we had been introduced in the office of the Director of Human Resources to 


be processed. 


We had been introduced in a very large luxury room with an amazing giant Aquarium as colored as a 
psychedelic carnival. 


There was everything a man may want. Everything, It only lacked a Jacuzzi. 
(Did you get the message?) 


"Don't worry" Steve cried, as we entered the room "when I'm the Director of the shack, I'll install it by 
myself!" 
| patted his shoulder exited. 


"And, of course, we'll have nice topless secretaries. How do you like them? Blonde, Brunette or ginger? 


Remember, man: you can have ANYTHING you want!" 


Popcorn and | found ourselves in front of the desk of the Big Boss as two poor bastards just dead before 
Heaven's Doors. 

He welcomed us and made us sit down in two very uncomfortable, slippery BEANBAGS. 

(What a GAS, guys!) 

We really did our best not to slip on the wax glistening floor. 


The Big One, turned out, was a very impressive LAKOTA SIOUX as large and tall as a fucking CLOSET. 
My jaw dropped. Popcorn's aped mine. 


Have you ever seen the old SITTING BULL, guys? 

Well, there he was. In front of us. 

Put him in the fucking time machine and you got our Director. 

So, let me describe him to you. He really was worth it. 

Black ponytail. Hanging on his earlobe, a feather dyed red maybe drenched in the blood of some poor employee. 
On his feet, Texan Python boots with silver spurs as if he was the fucking Lone Ranger. 

He was so fucking cool! He really was what people use to call AROUND THE BLOCK. 

He really gave us the shivers. 

His name, the real one, was in sight on an identification card attached to the lapel of his fringed buckskin jacket 
stolen to CHUCK NORRIS'S WALKER TEXAS RANGER. 


DANIEL J. "RED CROW" LIVINGSTON 
TOWER RECORDS 
Human Resources Director 


Executive Manager 


Behind the head of the Indian Chief, as massive as a real Buffalo one, the Office walls were all covered with 
posters and records. All around us, as guardian angels sent for us, myths and legends of yesterday, today and 
Tomorrow. 

Glory and celebs all over the room. 

We fucking liked it, guys! 

Steve and | glanced at each other speechless. 

We loved the place since day one. 

We were fucking HOME, at last! 

So, while our dreams of glory were resumed by the rock stars pictured on the walls, we tried to mentally 


calculate the salary of Mr. RED CROW, but we failed. It was too much for two poor urchins like us! 


Suddenly, as soon as we sit on our fucking beanbags, all our dreams disappeared in a blaze of glory and left us 
naked at the mercy of Fate. 

We sank in its depths to our neck and my poor fool pal, Popcorn aka Steve, lost his battle against the force of 
gravity and fell headfirst on the floor. 


(JESUS! SAVE US!) 
(This is THE END! Hold your breath and count to ten... 


Red crow's face frosted 
The world stop spinning around and waited for HIS reaction 


Our hearts skipped a beat. 

He pierced my poor dude with his eagle eyes and made no speech. 

"BULLSHIT!" Popcorn mourned into my ear. "Don't you see? This poor red neck is CRAZY FOR ME!" 
Then he turned to the Native American Director and made him a large idiot smile. 


(Fuck Godl) 
| thought. 
(He's gonna die...) 


He went on and faced his Fate. 


"RED CROW!" 

He cried, shameless taking him off his earring and wearing it. 
Pause. 

He swallowed hard. Found my eyes and finally smiled again 


Squeezed the poor astonished man's hand. 


"YOU WON'T HAVE MY SCALP!" 


BROWN SUGAR, WHY U R SO GOOD? 
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chapter 28 


BROWN SUGAR (WHY YOU'RE SO GOOD?) 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


St. Louis, Missouri. 


Why did you do this to me, St. Louis? 


Hate that fucking place without a cause. Do you know what? | begin to believe in OMENS. Don't you? 

I'm stinky sure that the nightmare | had last night- that made me do a frightening plunge in my not-too- 
distant past, is actually a way to cut once for the fucking all the umbilical cord that still, willy-nilly, binds me 
to Lafayette aka Town of the Living Dead. 

Something's gonna happen to me in this town. | feel it to death. Trust me. | still feel the shivering while thinking 
about what happened last night, but it happened for real. It's a part of my life, now, and | went through this 
before. 

The razor blade. 

The wounds. 

The BLOOD. 

(My own one) 

The LAMB OF SACRIFICE. 


The fucking LIVING BIBLE. 
Thank you so fucking much, St, Louise! 
Someday, someway, I'll replace your LOVE! 


(Applesauce!) 


| did IT, dudes. 

| fucking did IT. 

| must confess you that I'm a sinner. 

I'm not talking about self-mutilation, because you've been told already. 


| really really REALLY need it. 


With my whole heart | cry 
Answer me, 0 Lordl 


| will keep your statutes. 


(PSALMS, 145-6) 


| need to feel the soft kiss of the razor blade on my skin 

| need to reflect myself in the deep red breath of my own blood to see me CLEANSED and REDEEMED. 

(Am | NORMAL?) 

Sometimes, HE.. HE fucking comes back. 

(So, please, don't chastise me! Its not my fault if I'm so fucking .. PECULIAR. Isn't it?) 

Caption this poor young wreck crouching next to me. 

He reminds me of that book of short stories by Stephen King that he forced me to burn in the fireplace after 
he caught me to read in bed instead of sleeping. 

SOMETIMES THEY COME BACK. 

Yeah. 

(So does HE!) 

This is why sometimes | do what | do. To keep HM (THE EVIL) the fucking away from me and from my brand 
new, not easy life. 

The more | cut myself, the better | feel after | did it. 

Hairy, but necessary. 

| felt this way when | got stomach flu. 

Only throwing up made me feel better. 

It was the only way to heal. 

Wash away all my iniquity 


And cleanse me from my sin 
(PSALMS, 51:2) 


But | don't want to talk about this with you, cause it's my own business, if you please. No mean to harm 
anybody, but it's something much too personal to be publicly discussed. 


The trouble is that, this time, | pissed out the vase. 
(So far so good, dudes!) 


Sometimes, the cure may be worse than the disease. 


Do you get the message? 


l'm in the middle of a fucking crossroad. 
TO LIVE or TO DIE 


On one side, MY PAST. 

William Bruce Bailey aka Bill. 

Fragile, sensitive, fickle brat raised in granny's apple pies, Gospel and blows with his belt in the teeth. 

A young bright and smart Prodigal Son who sang in the Church Chorus and secretly dream of a life as Steve 
McQueen. 

On the other hand, MY FUTURE. 


There was no room for poor WILLIAM BRUCE BAILEY in it. 

His ashes has given birth to the rising star of W. AXL ROSE. 

He's a fucking killer kickass guy, dudes. 

| don't wanna give up to that W (William) because the initial of my new name are the mirror of my rocker life 
to be 

WAR. 

(Ain't it good?) 


I'm stinky sure mine is the right choice. The right name gives my new character the right width. 


| wanna FUCK THE WORLD as the old SEX PISTOLS did. 
| wanna SUCK it and spit it the fucking out. 


Here it is. In my backpack 
NEVER MIND THE BOLLOCKS. 
IZ's gift for my last birthday. 


(OH, IZ! | MISS YOU TO DEATH! I'D GIVE MY FUCKING ASS AWAY FOR FREE TO THE FIRST HOMELESS ON MY 
WAY TO LA. JUST TO HAVE HERE YOU RIGHT NOW! DO YOU KNOW WHAT | MEAN? I'M NOT KIDDING!) 


IZ. | GOT SOMETHING TO CONFESS YOU. 

We've talked about it for months and.. fuck. | did it on my own. I'm fucking EXPERIENCED, now. 

They say you suffer and you can enjoy things in solitude, but, believe me, it's bullshit. 

(| SHOULD HAVE WAITED FOR YOU, IZ, BUT | FUCKING DIDN'T. CAN YOU FORGIVE ME FOR WASTING THE 
DAWN?) 

| COULDN'T HELP MY CURIOSITY. 


Tonight, me and this poor junkie have shared much more than his sleazy sleeping bag. 

WEE DID IT TOGETHER. 

MY FIRST FIX. 

We shared the same syringe. 

| know | made a mistake, but I'm so fucking dazed and confused.. 

I've betrayed my best pal and our blood pact. And l'm feeling like throwing up, but | can't do anything to change 
the past. 

This junkie and | will be connected forever. 

Now, he's blood of my blood. 

My stomach is lurching. The smell of IT made me puke, but, this aside, | never felt so fucking WELL in my life. 
l'm disappearing. 

I'm floating in the air. 

| DO NOT EXIST ANYMORE. 

My body is trapped in the rock as the Presidents in Mt. Rushmore. 

My mind is.. OMFG! 

Its not healthy to say such things, so just imagine to FEEL THIS WAY ON YOUR FUCKING SKIN! 


l.. 
IM MELTING AWAY IN THE AIR 


l.. 
IM MADE OF VAPOR 
Once again, Jim Morrison did the trick. 


EVERYTHING IS BROKEN UP 

AND DANCES 

(What a GAS, dudes!) 

I've been warned, though, that this smack was very strong, but | didn't know HOW MUCH strong it was! 


I'm David Bowie in SPICE ODDITY. 


Floating in a tin can. 


GROUND CONTROL TO MAJOR TOM 
YOUR CIRCUITS DEAD 

THERE'S SOMETHING WRONG 

CAN YOU HEAR ME, MAJOR TOM? 


HERE AM | FLOATING 

ROUND MY TIN CAN 

FAR ABOVE THE MOON 

PLANETH EARTH IS BLUE 

AND THERE'S NOTHING | CAN DO 


Florence Nightingale Elementary School. 

Here | met my very first junkie. The GUY who showed me the WRONG WAY. 

(What the fuck!) 

He was underage. Maybe even younger than me. Skinny. | could see the track marks of the needle all over his 
arms. His face was ghastly pale. His infancy dreams still printed in his features wasted by smack and booze. He 
wasn't grown up, yet. He was just another lost angel on the road. 

He was a fucking ZOMBIE. 

So, please, let me high speed recap. 

On one side there was HIM. THE JUNKIE. 

THROWING HIS GUTS UP IN PAIN. COLD TURKEY FOR SURE. 

On the other one there was ME. 

THE LIVING BIBLE. THE LAMB OF SACRIFICE. 

And | got a flashback. 

I'VE SEEN THIS GUY BEFORE. 

HE WAS FROM THE SAME ASS HOLE | WAS FROM. 

LAFAYETTE. 

Town of the Standing Dead and Assholes. 

My OMEN was fucking RIGHT. 

He was my past. 

When | decided to crash under the balcony of that Elementary School, I've fucking stamped a ONE WAY TICKET 
to the CITY OF HELL. 

His childlike delicate face was all wasted by spots. 

He got dark sockets under his eyes and whatsoever, but he no doubt was different from the person he used 


to be in his early days in Lafayette. 


For the first time in my life, | saw how deeply smack changes people. 
It's such a possessive lover! 


It really wants anything. 


His hair had grown up to his waist since he left town, but I've recognized him. We shared the same high 
school, although he was one year younger than me. 

And now | needed a turn of the screw. 

This is the shocking truth: 

| WAS FEELING LIKE DOING IT AND | FUCKING DID IT. 

It's not so hard to understand. 

Besides, | can control myself well enough to swear you I'll never ever be a junkie or whatsoever. 

IVE GOT A DREAM. 

THIS IS THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN US: | GOT ONE. HE DOESN'T. 

HIS DREAMS, THE FEW ONES THAT REMAIN, ARE WATER SOLUBLE. 

THIS IS WHY | SHARED MINES WITH THIS POOR LOST ANGEL. 

TO GIVE HM MY WILL TO LIVE. 

THROUGH THE NEEDLE, WE SHARED ROCK MUSIC. THE WILL TO BE A ROCKSTAR TO SPIT ON THE FUCKING 
WORLD. 


His belt as a lace. A bottle of ascorbic acid. A rotten half-lemon. A blackened spoon. And IT. 
(Brown Sugar) 


why you are so good 


One again, the Lizard King was right. 


LET'S JUST SAY | WAS TESTING THE BOUNDS OF REALITY. 
| WAS CURIOUS TO SEE WHAT WOULD HAPPEN. 
THAT'S ALL IT WAS: JUST CURIOSITY. 


"WHAT THE FUCK!" 

My very first underage junkie cried, wiping his drooling lips and swallowing hard. 
"| KNOW WHO YOU ARE! YOU ARE .." 

And he spat THAT NAME. MINE. Out. 

"THE FUCKING PREACHERS SON!" 

THERE HE WAS AGAIN. 

THE FUCKING REVEREND. 

| WAS HOPELESS! 

WHAT SHOULD | DO TO GET RID OF HIM? 


(BACK TO SQUARE ONE, GUYS!) 


Dazed and stoned | squeezed his bony frozen hand. 


My stomach lurched again and | was sure | was going to hurl all over his fucking sleeping bag. 
"What's the fuck up? Don't you recognize me?" 
He shook his head to get rid of the long, straight chestnut strands covering his skinny face. 


He burst into tears and my heart skipped a beat. 
"Am | so fucked up?" 


The nit happened. 
Another flashback. 
| saw his face as a child and knew his name. 


Then | joined him in crying. 


We had survived the WAR together. 


We shared the same shit and deserve the same future. 


Outside, the night was vanishing in the fresh miracle of dawn. 


Behind St. Louis skyline, a bloody red sun rising is killing the last ghastly stars of last night. 


Suddenly, a warm purple ray entered our hole as a thief in the faintly darkness. 
(Do you believe in OMENS, dudes? | fucking DO) 


The other kid blow his nose and wiped away his tears with his sweatshirts sleeve all drenched in puke. 
"M SHANNON" 

He said, still sobbing. 

His cold dirty nails hand lost in mine. 


"| know, dude." 


The emotion strangled my voice. 


Butterflies filled in my stomach to the point of agony. 


Then he did it again 
He repeated his name. 


As sweet as smack itself. 


"SHANNON HOON" 


FLAT ELEC TROENCEPHALOGRAM 
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chapter 29 


FLAT ELECTROENCEPHALOGRAM 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


God does definitely exists. Now I'm pretty sure of it. 


God exists and really LOVES USII 

| SWEAR IT TO RONNIE JAMES DIO! 
So far so good, dudes. 

Do you believe in MIRACLES? 

Since yesterday, we fucking DO. 


Believe it or not, TOWER RECORD has hired us. 

l'm not kidding. 

Needless to say that spoiled brat Popcorn here, said they hired us BECAUSE OF HIM, but I'm stinky sure they 
did it IN SPITE of him. 

He told me Red Crow has a weakness for him. 

To me, actually, Steven's mind is an abyss of dementia, so | really wonder why we weren't given the ax even 


before the job interview! 


He's a born clown, and he never miss a chance to fall into his old footsteps and get into troubles because of 
his fucking tongue. 

Anyway, if | were Red Crow, | would have stabbed him to death with an arrow at the hemlock. 

Nice stuff, nowadays Sioux! 


There aren't true Indians left anymore! 

So, while a legend of my childhood was brutally killed, the Indian gave the final blow to the myth by removing 
from the wall behind him the featured headdress of Sitting Bull or whatsoever and placing it solemnly on my 
partner's peroxide blond hair. 

(Holy crap, dudes! He really did the trick!) 

On behalf me, | didn't think much of the two of them. 

All | did was rolling my eyes to the sky. 

| swallowed hard and limited myself to interrogate me in SILENCE. 

| don't know if it his.. well, call it DEMENTIAL CHARME is a lethal weapon or whatsoever, but, as it turned out, 


With his bitch slap rappin’, he gets ANYTHING done! 


Ill tell you this for sure, dudes: 

In spite of what he believes, Sitting Bull from Tower Records aka TR hasn't hired us for Steve's wisdom. NOPE! 
Cause if he's wise, I'm the fucking NAPOLEON re-embodied. 

And Sitting Bull, here, is not any better than him! Trust mel 

This is a madhouse, a real one, and we're HOME, at last. Because, since this morning, we are the top cream of 


TR staff. 
(Standing ovation for us!) 


Here we are, now. As fresh as young kittens, me and my pale. With our fucking TR electric guitar shaped 
badge proudly in sight on our chest, smiling high and low to everybody in sight as a CAPTATIO BENEVOLENTIA 
in the middle on the planet Earth. 

All around us, a crowd of clients made of poor LOOK BUT DON'T TOUCH urchins Rock stars-to-be with no 
money and a broken heart glued to the window with the brand new glistening Gibsons Les Paul guitars. We got 
a very large range of mankind here, at the music shop. Famous Rock stars with soap-opera's lives full of girls 
and money. Sleazy bands-to-be from the ghetto with the EYES OF THE TIGER. Sycophants. Honky-tonk 
drunkards. Junkies. All that stuff. You know. Real LA. misfits. To cut it short, we got the fucking COURT OF THE 
BUZZ at our feet. 


(Not to speak about the CUNTS, dudes! Never seen so many fucking BITCHES in my life! And they're all 
GROUPIES, ready for a deep throat in the back of the shop) 


For two like me and Popcorn, being part of TR meant to be practically at the top of the social hierarchy, while 
the Pizzeria 0: VIBBRIONE represented the lowest rung. 


(what a GAS, dudes!) 


The two of us, so far only fancied by boobless girls, have been sent in a sort of Walhalla full of sex bombs 
and Rocket Queens. 
(Did you know what | mean?) 


It's more or less as if we has found the Aladdin's lamp! 


As far as | know, here, in the City of Angels, TR is the center of the Solar System. Rock and fucking Roll 
Heaven. Call it as you please. Here is the place where everything happen This is the heart of the heart. And in 
the middle of the middle, you can find Steven and me. 

To be totally honest, | would rather be assigned to the Musical Instruments department, but | know you can't 


have it all at once. 


Here, in the City of Angels, TR is more or less the centre of the Solar System. 


Blessed between customized Gibson the fucking Les Paul. 

Can you imagine? 

| would die happy because | live and die for my guitar. SHE'S not an IT. 
SHE'S my BABY. Ain't SHE? 

My HONEY. My WHORE. My MOTHER. She means ANYTHING to me. 

So | had to SETTLE, and you know as they say. 


THOSE WHO ARE SATISFIED ENJOY. 


In the most LITERAL sense of the term, dudes! 


Trust me. 
(YEEEEEEEEPPPPPPI!!) 


Guess which department have we been assigned. 


(TATTARADAAAAAAAAAAARAAAA!) 


At TR VIDEOII! 

The VHS Kingdom. 

WHERE the best sellers are... well.. 
PORN MOVIES 

RATED XXX. 


At the first instruction tour of TR VIDEO, Popcorn lost any self-control left and suddenly fell on his knee 
drooling like a bulldog. His jaw dropped. His balls eyes rolled to the sky. 


"Thanks, God!" He cried, in mystical ecstasy. "| owe You a VERY BIG favor!" 
A white foam fell to the polished floor while he shouted 

"FUCKING EEEENJOOOO00YYYYYYY"" 

And crashed on a very awkward tape labeled as OVERSIZE BOOBS. 


Then he had displayed some more worrisome symptoms such as convulsions and DELIRIUM. 


(What the fuck, chicks and dudes!) 


The TR CREW had to put him on sedation 
l'm not kidding. 


You never need to joke about Steven, because he's a charity case. Mine. 

All right, guys. 

About TR VIDEO, I'll tell you this: it ain't my beloved GUITARS DEPARTMENT, but, HOLY CRAP, guys! 
It's so fucking COOL!!! 

Can you picture the two of us working as CLERCKS in the middle of the VIDEO PORN? 


"HOLY FUCK!" 

He whispered with a sickly voice. 

"If I'm DEAD please! Don't WAKE me the fuck up!" 

Steve continues to repeat since we were enlisted as hubs on the TR SHIP OF FOOLS. 


"And if, instead, I'm fucking SLEEPING, please! KILL MEll!" 
HOLY CRAP! 


Poor fool. That guy worries me for sure. Maybe the shock was much too strong for the poor fellow, and his 


SUBNORMAL BRAIN had fall into pieces. 
"i DON'T WANNA WAKE UP ANYMORE!" 


The TR PORN VIDEO Steve is a sort of MACAQUE IN HEAT. 

A sexual mindless zombie steamed in his own testosterone. 

If you meet him, STAY THE FUCKING OFF. AVOID HIM LIKE THE PLAGUE. 
(Did you get the message?) 


At the moment, however, the person is sedated and harmless. 


Anyway, here you are the awkward symptoms of his disease: 
-EXOHTALMOS 


(eyeballs screened out of their sockets) 


-SEXUAL HEAT 
(tongue hanging on the chin) 
-SHELLESS SNAIL SYNDROME 


(locomotion on his own drool) 


-FLAT ELECTROENCEPHALOGRAM 
-LIBIDINAL COMA 


What the fuck, dudes? 


At this time, the patient is in very serious condition This is why THE PROGNOSIS IS STILL RESERVED. 


COLD TURKEY 
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chapter 30 


William Bruce aka Bill Bailey 
COLD TURKEY 


Milwaukee. 
The town slipping away by the window of a minivan is a good disguise for late at night. 
The highway is like a fucking flying carpet stolen from the Arabian Night. The tarmac is something to eat like 


a peanut butter sandwich. 
(Holy fuck, dudes!) 
This joint of pot is a kickass killer blast! 


So, We're safe at home, now. 

Crashing in a soft, crazy, very cool place made for the Big Trip to the Drug and, most of all, fucking made for 
having SEX on it! 

And there we were, this wreck Shannon aka SHAME and |, spinning like bullets straight to my - OUR- dream of 


glory. 


(LA, WAIT FOR USII! HERE WE COME!!!) 


| fucking enjoy it all. The road. The fast forward running away landscapes. The middle class houses with their 
fancy gardens, the malls, McDonald's, the drive-ins, the cars hissing by the window. The street lamps. 
Everything. 

| really don't wanna miss a thing. 

The petrol pumps. The cultivated fields still bare and raw. The chimneys of the industries who feed the storm 
clouds with their toxic fumes. 


Welcome to the Soft Parade 
The Lizard King was singing, his unforgettable, silky voice spread all over the van by a radio. 


"GOD BLESS THE GRASS!" 

Cried an illuminate Shame filling his lungs with a long, aromatic mouthful of weed. 

"UP WITH THE TOXIC SMOKES!" 

And there we were, Shame and me, sharing a joint as thick as my fucking thumb. His smile widened from one 


ear to the other one, the both of us slipping in a deep, fairy universe made of dreams. 
(What a luck, dudeslll) 


First time in my life, | fucking swear itll! 
Never been so happy so far! 


(WHAT A GAS!) 


Trust me! 
This is our fucking lifetime chance. Our train coming. Call it as you please. And we'll never miss itll! 
NOPEl! 


| was Totally dazed and confused. | was 


LOADED LIKE A FREIGHT TRAIN 
FLYING LIKE AN AEROPLANE 
FEELING LIKE A SPACE BRAIN ONE MORE TIME TONIGHT 


| was sunk in one of Arthur Rimbaud's Artificial Paradises, experiencing what Thomas De Quincy wrote in his 
cursed book titled THE CONFESSIONS OF AN OPIUM EATER. 
And now, after a restless magic night, our gipsy wagon was travelling in the milky light of a dawn full of 


amazing promises. 


MILWAUKEE. 

Do you know what it means? 

HAPPY DAYS. FONZIE. THE TOWN OF THE UP-THUMB. 
What the fuck! 


As a child, | loved the TV series so fucking much! My favorite character was Mr Cunningham, Richie's father. 
Guess why. 

He was the opposite of mine- | mean- of the person who | was made believe was my father. 

He was my fucking idol. 

The first one, in spite of Fonzie. 


What really matters, now, for me and Shame, is to be ON THE ROAD again. TOGETHER. 

We finally left that sort of Hospice for the Terminally Ill People to build a future made of fortune and fame. 
Do you want to know how did it go? 

Well, dudes. Let me recap it for you. 

We found a lift because of a very big lucky stroke. 

When the tide changed, we were doing really bad - especially my new pal, who was going cold turkey fast and, 


of course, wasn't much too good looking. 


Because of his conditions, the both of us were still in Saint Louis and were cursing ourselves because there 
was no smack left and we were fucking like to beached seasick whales on what, for us, at the moment, 
represented the Last Beach: a Shell petrol station in the middle of nothing. 

There wasn't much too traffic and, anyway, no one wanted to give us a ride because, said, it was evident that 
Shame, said, was getting worse and worse when, suddenly, the miracle happened. 

From the cosmic void of Saint Louis sprang out two fucking killer GOTH teenage bitches all dolled up in sexy 
dark outfits who reminded me of an underage toxic version of MORTICIA ADDAMS. 

Needless to say we were speechless. 

Our jaws dropped to the sidewalk and we almost died for heart failure as our eyes met their generously 
exposed BOOBS. 

The sexy bitches came to us like a mirage in the desert, born out of a Wolkswagen minivan all repainted and 
re-mastered in the style of THE ROCKY HORROR PICTURE SHOW. 

The minivan was a sort of wheeled nightmare. 

So fucking cool, dudes!!! 

| want one like this to die for myself asap! 

(God bless the Dark Angels of the Road and their potlll) 

| can't get enough, and Shame, as a user, is worse than me. 

Let me describe you the inside of the van. 

It really worth it. 

Fake cobwebs in the corners of the purple and black ceiling. 

Toy Black Widow spiders, bats and centipedes hanging everywhere over our heads. 

Fetish paraphernalia for all tastes all over you can see. 

Wow. 

Let me say it, dudes: 

WHAT A FUCKING GAS! 


(Is there anything better, for people like us, than this GOTH minivan?) 
Said, after a lot of useless attempts made with the thumbs up to find a ride and leave Saint fucking Louis, we 


were losing hope of finding a lift when the ADDAMS MOBILE came close to us. 


Considered that | was the one who looked better, | left Shame writhing like a rotten eel and throwing his 
fucking guts up on the sidewalk in front of him. 


| tried all my best to hide my pal's appalling conditions, but he's fucking cold turkey and there's nothing | can 
do to make things go any better. 


From the driver seat, out came this beautiful RATED XXX sex goddess with long strands of purple and 
straightened black hair all across her face and boobs. 


Her friend watched the scene and smiled me by the window, smoking a joint and singing what | recognize as 


BLONDIE'S CALL ME. 


ROLL ME IN DESIGNER SHEETS 
I'LL NEVER GET ENOUGH.. 


(Oh my fucking Godl) 


Testosterone filled my mind and my brain went out of order. 
Her white and black punk style spiky haircut, with a long strand as a veil on her left eye, the heavy Halloween- 
like make up and her SEVEN MILES LONG LEGS did the fucking rest. 


Her friend was scoring fuel, she lowered the window and spoke to me. 


"DO YOU GUYS NEED A RIDE?" 
My heart skipped a bit. 
"YEEEEEEEEEEPPP!" 


| turned around to check Shame. 
"HEY, MAN!" 


| cried my lungs out, full of the highest hopes. 
Then my eyes fell to the ground when | saw him. 


"WHERE ARE YOU CHICKS GOING?" 


| answered, asap. 


Then | saw Shame. 
He was puking himself out, his long hair sweeping the road surface in front of him. 
| swallowed hard and said nothing. 


"STAND THE FUCK UP, SHAME!" 
| shouted to my pal. 


"AND COME HERE!" 


THERE HE WAS. 

SHANNON HOON. 

I5 YRS OLD. 

Born and raised in Lafayette, ASSHOLE CITY, INDIANA, USA. 
Trying to break the habit. 

| don't want him to die. 

Don't give a fuck of him being a junkie. 

We shared the same shit. 

We came from the same hell. 


We're survivals, and we shared the same CRYSTAL SHP. 
After an awkward silence, the dark-goth-punk goddess replied 
"WERE GOING TO LOS ANGELES" 

My heart sank and my jaw dropped open on my chin 

| fell on my knees praising the Lord 


She left the minivan and came close to me and her friend, who was putting back in place the fuel pump. 


"AREN'T WE, ADRIANNA?" 


STEVEN'S XXX LIST 
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chapter 3I 


STEVEN'S XXX LIST 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


Steve can SUCK. 

He really peed out of the vase, trust me! 

His stroke of genius has almost made us being axed our VERY FIRST day at work. 

"True", he says "but it also gave us fame and glory. Now all the TR staff got a fucking soft point on us. We're 
legend, dude!” 

So, once again, what's the truth? 

What is Popcorn, really, under the mask of the clown? 

A spoiler- or a fucking GENIUS? 

| just don't know. 


TAKE ME TO THE END OF THE LINE 


| give up. But I'm stinky sure he really needs qualified help. A SHRINK. (A very good one.) And maybe | need it 
too, because, nilly-willy, that guy is driving me mad, chicks! 


He was the one who got the IDEA. 


"WHAT ABOUT THROWING A PARTY?" 

He cried. 

"SITTING BULL has took the day off and | think this is a very good chance, maybe THE ONLY ONE, for us, for a 
warm-up with the TR staff." 

| MADE UP MY MIND QUICKLY. 

Nothing doing. 

| was tempted to accept. He was fucking right. 

We had a very good chance to put our hands on the precious RED LIGHT RATED XXX fancy videotapes we 
both, as any normal teenager in the world, were drooling for. 

This is why | nodded and replied, giving him five 

"ALL RIGH, MAN! LET'S FUCKING DO IT!" 


ANAL. GAY. LESBIAN. ANIMALS. BONDAGE. PISSING. SHITTING. 

(Oh my fucking God!) 

What else? 

UNDERAGED. OLDIES BUT GOODIES. HOMEMADE VIDEOS. OVERSIZED BOOBS. BOOBLES DADDY'S GIRLS. HAIRLESS 
PUSSIES. DEEP THROATS. FETISH MASTURBATION. SEX WITH VEGETABLES (lI) 

(WHAAAAAAAAAAT?) 

As it turned out, both me and Steve had a lot going on. So, with a little help from the pals of the TOWER 
CLASSIC and GUITARS department, Steve and me had thrown THE PARTY. 

The rest is fucking LEGEND. 

We're MYTHS, now. 

As the old JOHNNY ROTTEN used to say 

| AM A WORM, | AM A GOD 


"Ehi, man" my back combed pal burst out "here. | got one hundred bucks of pot left. What if we throw a 
fucking party RIGHT NOW for all the TR crew?" 

| nodded giving him FIVE. 

"Letts fucking DO ITI" 

(Poor Popi! He's really a charity case!) 


So, turned out, coming into his footstep again and get in serious troubles was the first thing he made as a IR 
STAFF MEMBER. 

He actually spent half an hour rolling an impressive amount of joints as large as his thumb for everyone in 
sight, then, as soon as he was done, the party was going to begin 

Needless to say, given that the OPERATION was rated TOP SECRET, within a quarter of hour THE WHOLE TR 
knew ANYTHING about the SECRET PARTY and was rushed to.. ehm.. to give ONE HAND. 


"WHAT THE FUCK?" 
| slurred after a couple of beers, feeling a rush of adrenaline hit my spine and sending testosterone bullets all 


over my fucking mind. 


"Maybe you're wiser than me, man. We're so.. dunno.. | mean. We're much too tense, aren't we?" 

That court jester laughed and spilled half a gallon of beer on his awful customized ALLSTARS all covered in 
puke after a night off together boozing. 

"Just need to relax" 

| suggested, much too deep into the whole thing to push me, who was become too involved in the transaction 
nicknamed PARTY HARD to pull back without losing my face. 

"Whatever may happen in a PORN VIDEO STORE? Besides, | can't stand private parties! We ain't the first one, | 
mean. We're neither pussies nor softies! Just need to score some pals, so you're fucking right, man. This is our 
fucking train coming!" and some more shit like this. 

"Don't wanna miss it, babe!" Popcorn volunteered. 

"Me too!" 

And so it was that a handshake between drunken guys sealed the blood of the covenant between me and this 
fucking madman here, and started up our reputation as SLACKERS. Besides, this was, as they say, the beginning 
of the end of TR. But.. we'll get to in a bit. 

"| DON'T SEE ANYTHING WRONG IN THROWING A PARTY" 

Popi's very words. 

| really want these words engraved on his fucking tombstone. Because l'm stinky sure that, as soon as he 
comes back and sees what Coletti and the undersigned did, our good old RED CROW will do the both of us the 
fucking SCALP. 


(HOLY CRAP!) 

So far so good. | couldn't help a chuckle thinking of the PARTY ANIMAL we had turned ourselves into. 

After the lunch break, which was sacrificed for the booze and fags supply - officially labeled SUPPLY 
PRODUCTS- the COMPLETE STAFF of TR CLASSICS had happily joined our feast. 

Just to let you know, TR is the beating heart of the shop. Now and then, all the great stars that made the 
history of any kind of music imaginable come here to find their lifeblood, their stuff- call it as you fucking 
please. 

OLDIES BUT GOODIES. 

Like the EVERGREENS. From Chuck Berry to Bessie Smith. From Elvis the Pelvis to The Door passing through 
the Velvet Underground and the New York Dolls. 

Said, anything you may dare to dream is stuffed in TR CLASSIC. 

(What else?) 

Even on such a big scale, me and Popcorn have become LEGEND in one only day. So, what? We were on the 
fucking seventh heaven and all that stuff, dudes. Because now, all those beautiful people got a soft point for 
us. 


WOW! 
Everything went booming until the DOOM, jealous, gave us a deathblow. 


We both thought it would be nice to throw a party FOR THEM, so here we are, in the fucking shit up to our 
ears. 
While | and two fellows from CR got busy with the FUEL, Steve and a brave handful of.. well. Let's call them 


connoisseurs of the genre, took care to select the film to be viewed. 


Needless to say, all the titles were masterpieces of undisputed MORAL stature considered by the respondents 
to be absolutely SOCIALLY USEFUL. 

Why the fuck don't you believe me? 

(Steve, the more you laugh, the more | HATE YOU!) 

Here you are the STEVEN'S LIST: 

(More controversial than the SCHINDLER'S LIST, more suffered than the SOPHIE'S one) 


First one: 
DOUBLE PENETRATION, starring Alexxxia Deepthroat. 
Well. The title doesn't need any introduction, doesn't it? 


I'm sure you understand what | mean. 


Second one: 
LICK MY ASS, BABY, starring Jessica Hole, XXX RATED superstar with a healthy, sweet, huge ASS with a double 


bottom as the pockets of a conjurer. 


Third one: 

DEEPSUCKERS, starring Orange Cunt - Steve's teenage dream come true - (un)dressed as a sexy NURSE, 
sucking a kind of lollipop that you can imagine as well 

A must-see cult movie. 


Last one: 


LESBIANS DO IT BETTER, starring Peggy Hotpussy, prohibited and banned by the censorship all over the world. 
Voted at the stake by a delegation of extremist feminists from Virginia in ITlb and mysteriously come to CR 
as a TREASURE. 

The debate after the movies has took place in an atmosphere of felt, vibrant and BALANCED participation 
The booze and testosterone had made the REST. 

Reluctantly, however, | have to admit that the whole thing went out of control when, for the protection of 
EMOTIONS and PRIVACY of everyone, | magnanimously decided to TURN THE LIGHTS OFF in the room. 

From that fatal moment on, CR and VR have merged to became ONE, united by the solid background of LUST. 
In no time at all, the polished floor of VR was covered with SLIME and.. never mind. 

(GUESS WHAT ELSE!) 

AFTER THE orgy, THE BARBARIANS left behind them scenes of looting. 

VR was a urban warfare scenario. 

As for Steve and me, in a single day we signed two new Guinness World Records: 

First one: 

We have became popular from here to the fucking Moon just for throwing a PARTY. 

Second one: 


We won the Oscar for the greatest damage ever suffered by TR of all time. 


Do you know what happened? 
You won't believe me, because it's too much even for me, but this is what actually happened. 


STEVE DESERVE TO DIE. 


THE CITY GAS CHAMBER IS WAITING FOR HIS BLACK SOUL. 

IM NOT FUCKING KIDDING. 

YEAH! 

Because that stupid asshole, before to kick off our.. well, FILM FESTIVAL, he FORGOT to remove the write- 
protect tab from the VHS- the one that serves to protect the tape from any UNWANTED CANCELLATION. 
So it happened what it happened. 

I'm done with him. 


Can't really stand that motherfucker. 


Besides, we employees have the ABSOLUTE PROHIBITION of viewing the tapes in DISCRETIONARY PURPOSES. 
The regulation explains it in black and white, which is why WE ARE, actually, DEAD MEN WALKING. 

| mean. We asked for it, but.. in your opinion, what will RED CROW do to us when it will turn out that four of 
his most precious and rare XXX RATED VHS have been accidentally DELETED? 


STONED IMMACULATE 
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chapter 32 


STONED IMMACULATE 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


Looking back in wisdom, | must admit that the false prophet was absolutely right. 

God does REALLY exists. He does it for sure! 

| tell you this because, while my mind is FADING in the toxic fog of the ROCKY HORROR PICTURE SHOW 
MINIVAN, | let myself draft in that sweet oblivion sea. 


No, please, dudes! 
Don't cry for me, my friends! My pals! | mean. Don't worry for me. | didn't lost my mind- and don't dare tell 
me I've never had one, ‘cause I'll smash your fucking heads. 


Whoever of you has tasted the pleasures of some good pot knows what | mean, 
GOD BLESS THE GRASS, DUDES! 


Don't ask me how long we've been on the road becuse | fucking don't know. 
WHERE WERE WE WHWN THIS TRIP STOP? 
NOWHERE. BECAUSE THE TRIP WILL NEVER END. 


THIS IS THE BEST PART OF THE TRIP 
THIS IS THE TRIP 


THE BEST PART 
| REALLY LIKE ITI 


The Lizard Kind, THE SOFT PARADE (Morrison Hotel) 


Welcome to the TWILIGHT ZONE. 


The time is over. l'm floating in a saceless, timeless tin can. 


GROUND CONTROL TO MAJOR TOM 
COMMENCING COUNTDOWN/ENGINES ON 


Do you recognize this song? David Bowie, SPACE ODDITY. 


This is why, in our journey, in our TRIP to the centre of delirium, | realized that | was, at the same time, 


Actor and Demiurge. 


TAKE YOUR PROTEIN PILLS 
AND PUT YOUR HELMET ON.. 


What about this stuff? 
I'm stinky sure you'd sell your mother to the fucking Devil for a nice puff of this Holy Grass, and | promise 
you that, if | survive this adventure, I'm gonna save a puff of these weed (and SMACK) just for you. 


Astral date twenty two stop seven nine. 


This is Captain Kirk speaking. 
Our fucking journey or TRIP or whatsoever - call it as you fucking please - to the edge of the world and 
space to boldly go where no man has ever been before, is a fucking GAS. 


Captain Kirk is a nerd near to those two space bithc. 

Said, dudes, that the girls, shooting all the time speed to stay awake while driving all night boozing and 
smacking, are really something else. 

Adrianna e Savannah had been taking pills and speedball fixes not to fall asleep. 

They really had been able to laugh, sing, drink and much more than this while flirting with Shannon- who was 
puking his guts off all over the minivan sick from widrawal - and the undersigned. 

So, at last, I've learnt what speed up all the time really means. 

We travelled all night long. 

The City of Lights, as they used to call LA, was still far away and evanescent like a dream upon awakening. 


I've been watching them for hours. I've I've studied them as I've never studied my schoolbooks in my life so 
far. | saw them swallowing handfuls of small white pills as if they were peanuts, but of course, they wasn't. 
They told me it was BENZEDRINE. 


So, in a nutshell, Jack Kerouac was definitely right. 


I've heard that he wrote his masterpiece, ON THE ROAD, the famous anthem book of the Beat Generation, 
while he was just on Benzedrine aka SPEED. 
Strong stuff. SMACK. 


Ill tell you this, dudes. 


Now I'm wise and experienced. 


SPEED CAN EAT YOUR BRAIN 
LIKE A FUCKING VIDEOGAME 


trust the fuck me! 
So far so HIGH 


WE'RE STONED. 
IMMACULATE. 


The radio is blaring screaming Led Zeppelin's HOUSES OF THE HOLY making our brains splashing from the ears. 
Everything flowed. 

State borders. Town. Countries. Highways. Motor ways. 

Everything faded and painless slipped away like sand through our fingers. 


That macabre Led Zeppein's riff has the fucking power! 
When the song was over, there was nothing left inside me. 


| burst into pieces and broke down and cried. 


There | was, lying on one of the back seat turned into a couch side by side with my poor friend Shame, who's 
doing a little better after last hours's incessant throwing up. 


"Any better, Shame?" 

He nodded. 

Once again, the smack kindly shared by the two goth bitches from the Third Toxic Moon of Venus did the 
fucking trick. 

"Very much better" his astonished void look seems to say. 


He scored enough to allow his CRYSTAL SHIP to sail in the flat, shapeless sea of the OBLIVION. 


On the van's wall right in front of me, there is the route tracked with a Pentel Marker. 
| drift from town to town looking for the WHITE BRIGHT LIGHT. 
Above the map, the girls wrote 


MILWAUKEE-LOS ANGELES 
IN ONE FUCKING WEEK 


and below 
4 DAYS LEFT TO GO 


| can see the milestones of our incredible journey vanishing one by one. 

Des Moines, Hiowa. Lincoln, Nebraska. The old magic Denver, Colorado. Destination of the timeless ON THE ROAD 
by Kerouac heroes such as DEAN MORIARTY and SAL PARADISO. to all those allucinated people, possessed by 
the Divine Madness of Drugs, Denver had been a fucking blast. 

| owe everything to that book since | stole it from a stall of used books when | was fourteen. It was my 


favourite book and it still is. 


The Reverend DIDN'T- AND DOESN'T SO FAR- AGREE, but he can SUCK. 
This is not Lafayette. 
This is Denver. 


And I'm no more little moron Billy. 


I'm the fucking new LIZARD KING (and | CAN DO ANYTHING). 


(Because you really CAN'T buy that book. Nothing doing. It really makes no sense to me. You just can steal it. 


Trust me!) 


The ROAD has changed me forever. 

Last night had turned a nerd into a MAN. 

l'm no longer the all wet ALSO-RAN that never won a race in his life. 
IM AXL ROSE, NOW. 

THE MASTER OF MY UNIVERSE. 


Somewhere, last night, | went totally nuts and needed to amp down. 
And how! 


Adrianna's voice saved me from the Land of Chaos before it was much too late. 


"APPLESAUCE!" 

She cried with her shrill soprano voice made of broken glass. 

She rised her eyes and checked us in the rearview mirror and pushed a strand of purple hair behind her ear. 
"HEY, YOU TWOI!" 

She gave me another joint as big as God's thumb and laughed. 

"WAKE THE FUCK UP AND COME HERE!" 

We got up and took a look around, much too high and dizzy even to stand. 
"YOU KNOW WHERE WE ARE?" 

Chain smoking pot has made us morons, and lm not trying to deny it. 
NOPE. 

At the first unwaited bend, Shame and l.. well, we lost balance and.. 
(FUCK!) 


You know. 


We fucking fell headfirst on the floor. 

Needless to say the girls laughed herself out and, at the end, Savannah wiped her eyes and went backside to 
help us to join them at the front seat. 

There we were. 

Watching in disbelief ouside the windshell. 

There was nothing left around us but an oldfashioned western movie. 

No more highway. No more towns and fields and railways and ghost trains waiting for us in the darkness. 
The night has blown all its candles. 

| pinched my cheecks in astonishment, waiting for the dream to stop, but it didn't. 

My thoughts and prayers went to the guy which, now and then, | belonged. 


"OH, IZ!" 
The silent voice inside me cried. 


"| WISH TO DEATH YOU WERE THE FUCK HERE." 
| had a breakdown and weeped like a toddler. 


At that point, Adrianna, who had just replaced her pale at the wheel, did something that made my jaw drop 
open. 

She stopped the van in the middle of that.. that TWILIGHT ZONE episode or western movie or whatsoever, 
pushed Shame aside and took my poor head on her soft immense boobs. 


| just couldn't stop crying and hiccupping. 
(OH, IZII) 


But he wasn't there and | knew life had to go on 
That thought was enough not to let me stop crying my lungs out. 


(Meanwhile, Savannah kept Shame busy showing him her vitamin-pill shaped tongue piercing.) 


"OH, BILL!" 

Adrianna's fluting voice chirped while her nimble tiny fingers full of heavy metal/dark/goth/punk rings diggered 
through my hair curling strands of it arond her index. 

"PLEASE, DON'T YOU CRY TONIGHT.." 

As she gently kissed the top of my head, her thick gloss acted like glue on my hair, but | didn't give a fuck. 

| liked her since day one. 

"YOU'LL BE BETTER TOMORROW.." 

She said. 

"WITH THE MORNING LIGHT, NOW BABY.." 


After a long long time, while | still was lost in her arms, the day come. 


The first lights of a pale, overdue dawn, took our soul away forever. 


My best pale, Jeff, would have give his asshole away for free for being here with us, but he wasn't here. 
He was living his own life and experiences as best as he could, and so has to do |. 
One more time, my eyes filled with corrosive tears, but | must confess that, after the first ten minutes of so 


called.. er. Let's fucking call it "ADRIANNA'S THERAPY". After she tried her therapy on me, said, my stroke of 


nostalgia for Iz had begun to wane fast. 


GOD BLESS SEX- 
AND THE GRASS! 


(If only the Reverend could see us!) 


After the Denver lights, UTAH is a sort of HOLY PSICHEDELIC WALHALLA FOR MERRY PRANKSTERS AND HIPPY 
WENT INSANE. 


There we were. 
In Heaven. 
| mean. 


Have you ever been in PARADISE? 


BRYCE CANYON NATIONAL PARK. 


Somewhere on the fucking Moon. 


Er. In my past life in Lafayette, I've been made to believe by mom and.. HIM, that drugs were poison User 
were sinners. 

Please! Don't put your finger at me if you don't want the middle one as an answer! 

There we were, | said. 

IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE. 

Actors in a movie directed by a toxic genius on PEYOTE, LSD, PCP, SYNTEMESK, DRENACHROME or whatsoever 
may take a guy to get stoned. 


GIRL, 
WE COULDN'T GET MUCH HIGHER 


sang the Lizard King somewhere in the rest of what was, so far, my mind. 
lve been wicked. 


All| can say, take a look around in astonishment, is that I've never seen anything so beautiful in my life. 
All| know right now is that this fatal lunar landscape that stretches as far as the eye, reminds me of a sort 
of enchanted cordillera that some powerful magician sent sprawling for some strange reason. 


The shocking pink rising sun was made to make me understand | was living in a fairytale. 


As soon as | could, | came out of my thought and glared at my three mates. 


The LSD helped us to develope a sort of common background that made me sure of the fact we were all 


feeling the same magic emotions. 


| have a lump in my throat. 


Really. Can't go on. 


| can't go beyond the mere description. I'm sorry not to be able to share my sensorial experience with you, 


but this is what | felt on my skin: last night belongs to the DESERT MAGIC. 


| just realized that the spoken language, in such a TRIP, is totally INADEQUATE. 
Can't help a chuckle and, at the same time, can't hold back the tears as, one by one, the FAB four of us got 
rid of the ballast clothes. 


OMFGI!! 

It's not dawn. 

| realized it and my heart skipped a beat. 
Its a fucking bloody SUNSET! 


SHADOWS OF THE EVENING 
CRAWL ACCROSS THE YEARS 


Once again Jim Morrison with his lyrics. 
Carpeeeeee.. carpe dieeeeemmmill! 


Whispered pinnacles and buttresses swept by the first shy breeze of the dying sun 
The purplesussurrano torri e contrafforti sferzati dal vento, incendiati dagli ultimi raggi obliqui di un sole 


purpureo che somiglia a un tuorlo d'uovo. 
(Seize the NIGHT, guys!!!) 


Shouted the concretions of rock that have come down to us from the Pleistocene or God knows which 
geological lost ancestral era. 
So, while a grid of crimson shadows like ghosts with no peace reveals the sacred maternal nature of Bryce 


Canyon, its spectacular spiers cliffs took their secret life. 


| closed my eyes. Hold my breathe and counted to ten. 

| was a part of that wonder, made by a creative artistic God with an crush for syntetic hallucinogens and 
magic mushrooms. 

When | finally was good enough to open my eyes again, everything around me was beautiful and changeable like 


a fucking mirage or like a sort of enchanted source of Eternal Life. 


All excited like SOFT MAD CHILDREN, we left the SHIP OF FOOLS for a cruise in the sea of possibilities, admiring 


every single tower, spier, pinnacle and buttress in sight. 


There you really could find something for every taste: mythological animals taken from the Aeneid and the 
Odyssey. Creatures from medieval bestiaries. Abstract architectural works of purely conceptual Art. 


Anything but REALITY. 

Enough to base a new game on. 

So we did. 

As it turned out, each one of us saw something different depending on the different peculiar inner world of 
each person and on what drug he was on. 

| smoked pot and had a little fix of heroine, so the pinnacles, for me, are alternatively wax beards of giant 
candles and demons waiting for my black soul. 

Shame, instead, after a king size shoot of smack, stoned to death, saw nothing but a beautiful bouquet of 
SYRINGES full of sweet oblivio milk. 

Savannah, totally lost in her SPEEDBALL TRIP, sweared that the concretions were erect cocks waiting just for 
her lust. 

Finally, Adrianna, totally drunk and full of needle shaped crystals of mescaline sulfate, claimed to have solved 
the mystery: 

she was sure that all those tapered wedges of red sandstone fire from here to eternity were, in fact, poor 
lost wayfarers who, over the centuries and millennia, had been enticed and wicked by the INTOXICANT beauty 
of Bryce Canyon. 


Shortly after that, she panicked and told us with a ghastly voice that we all were in DANGER, and that if we 


didn't do something very soon, we would pay with our lives. 


Shame started sobbing and crying so hard that, to his GREAT REGRET, we had to sedate him with another 
shoot of his favourite drug. 

Then it happened. 

| had what is called a fine stroke of genius. 

"HEY, FOLKS!" 

| cried, catalyzing the attention of all present including a very curious vulture that revolved in wide possessive 


circles upon our heads. 


"LISTEN TO ME!!! HERE'S WHAT WE WILL THE FUCK DO!" 
(Are you ready for the H BOMB, dudes?) 


"WE MUST BREAK THE SPELL AND LIBERATE THIS ENCHANTED PLACE. DID YOU UNDERTAND WHAT i MEAN? 
WE ARE THE FUCKING CHOSEN ONES!" 


"WE AREll!" 

Everyone agreed. 

"What should we do?" 

Asked Savannah, lighting another chiloom and sharing it with her friends. 


"WE HAVE TO PARTY HARD!" | replied shrugging. "DIVINE GOLDEN COPULATIONS ARE REQUIRED TO SAVE THE 
CANYON. DO YOU KNOW WHAT | MEAN? HAVE YOU EVER HEARD OF SODOM AND GOMORRA?" 

Everyone nodded. 

"ORGIES, PARTIES AND BANQUETS. WE HAVE TO MAKE IT, GUYS! FOR THE BRYCE'S GODS! TO INGRATIATE 
THEMSELVES!!!" 

Within a nanosecond | took off vertically like a fucking fighter bomber. 

The SEX, DRUG AND ROCK N: FUCKING ROLL THERAPY was approved by everyone without the need of voting 
it. 


So was that, while hauling out the sleeping bags to place them around a bonfire, | was assailed by the acute 


awareness of being the LUCKIEST GUY ON THE FUCKING EARTH. 
Drugs threw open the ALDOUS HUXLEY'S DOORS OF PERCEPTION and changed my mental geography forever. 


So that, if in my previous life | would have given away the ass to be someone else- ANYONE ELSE- now | 


wouldn't change my beautiful self with no one else in the entire world. 


If this is a dream, please, folks!!! 
Don't wake me the fuck upll! 


Says Mr Mojo Risin’ aka the the Lizard King 
in the perimeter 
there are no stars. 


And we are stoned 


IMMACULATE! 


STEVEN THE LIONHEART 
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chapter 33 


STEVEN THE LIONHEART 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


OH MY FUCKING GOD. 
WHAT A CRAPPY DAY, TODAY! 


(BUT THE PARTY WAS A GAS! DIG!) 


The close call with the Boss is getting near and near, and I'm fucking pooping my pants just at the thought of 


what we're gonna face. 


Thanks to our Perm€Color hero, aka Popi, we're walking on a fucking razor blade. 


Ok, guys. 
We're awkward, | can't deny it. But this time is too muchll 


Giving us the AX with a kick in the ass is not enough! It fucking isn't. If | was in his shoes, | won't be a softy. 


He's a Sioux. A brave warrior. 


(And we're nothing but ALSO-RAN!) 


This is why l'm stinky sure that RED CROW won't miss this greedy opportunity to scalp us and hang our hairy 
wigs in his office together with the severed heads of his worst enemies, on the infamous WALL OF SHAME of 


which so much is rumored among the crew. 


(BAD BUSINESS!) 


Needless to say that our coworkers gave the BOSS an earful about Steve and me, after THE RED LIGHT 
PARTY. A lot of gossip. So, er. Now we're fucking popular. More! 

Actually, for what | can guess, we're considered, at the same time, DEAD MEN WALKING and NATIONAL 
HEROES. 


DELETED 
Today's question is: 
WHY THE FUCK AIN'T POSSIBLE TO DELETE STUPID PEOPLE AS YOU CAN DO WITH A VIDEOTAPE? 


SURE. THE DAMAGE IS PRATICALLY IMMEASURABLE. AND, ABOVE ALL, WHICH IS EVEN WORSE, NOT 
REFUNDABLE. 

NONE CAN FIX SUCH A LOSS. NOT IN THIS LIFE, AT LEAST. 

YOU KNOW. TO BROKE SOME RULES IS OK, BUT WE FUCKING CHOSE THE WRONG ONE. 


TO THE STAFF OF TR, WE'RE BOTH MISFITS AND GODS. 


Steve is a pain in the ass. 

He worries me. Not to say that he scares me to death. He's full of flows, sure, but he also has a great value: 
he never leaves the guard down. He never give up. And, dudes, if on the one hand | learned to appreciate this 
side of his character, on the other, it is a double edged sword: because, in a nutshell, what | FUCKING DISLIKE 
IS HIS DAMAGED, SUBNORMAL BRAIN, as small as a tiny walnut kernel. 

He really seemed to have ants in his fucking pants all the time because our coworkers of TOWER VIDEO, 
because of the terrible loss suffered, have organized a one-day strike demanding at the top of their lungs A 
CLOSING DAY. 

SHUTTERS DOWN FOR NATIONAL MOURNING. 


The worst thing is that the CRIME has OCCURRED to TWO NEW EMPLOYEES STILL IN THEIR PROBATIONARY 
PERIOD. 


As you can understand, all of your comments are superfluous, so | got a tip for you: save your breath and 
keep your fucking mouth shut. 


About RED CROW, needless to say that our friend, here, is on the warpath. I'm stinky sure he has thrown 
down the fucking bog bowl his peace pipe together with our ghost of pride. 


Meanwhile, POPI swears that we'll be forgiven and not given the fucking ax by the Boss, because he says that 
RED CROW got a crush on him. His very words. 


"DON'T WORRY" wistles that asshole all the time. "BE HAPPY!" 


My patience is over, and I'm gonna lose control and fucking smash his fucking jaw. 
He's been made believe to be a sort of superhero, but he's just what he is: an asshole. Trust me. 
l'm neither a worrier nor a softy, but he really makes me totally NUTS. 


| do not understand if he is more in need of a straitjacket or a medal of valor. 


Said, | love his fucking guts. 
| like him, but this doesn't allow that asshole to tear up my life and to spoil our future for us. 


The fucking hell broke lose this morning, as soon as the BOSS decided to show up. 
Back from his vacations, he, actually, was READY TO CRASH AND BURN. 
Needless to say our supervisor of department, a wino and toxic surplus of jail that is certainly not better of 


us, licking all the time the BOSS'S fucking ass, has SOLD US FOR 30 DIRTY BUCKS. 


Just to let you know, at the notorious XXX RATED PARTY we've thrown, in the debate after the movies, has 
been awarded the title of PORNO GURU. 


Everyone here hates his guts. All fear him. He's the Anathema. His surname is Karmichael, but his name... no 
one knows what name is hidden behind those two initials, KK. 

Try to figure him, folks! 

Instead of the right eye, he got a glass bead. Gossip says he has lost it in jail because he was recognized as a 
SPY. We didn't know because we were nothing but rookies recruits, but now we fucking DO. He's a cut-throat 
businessman who would be able to sell in block the Holy Vergin, St, Joseph and Jesus Child BUY 2 GET 3. 

We had to learn it in the worst of the ways: on our fucking skins. But now we're around the block. He won't win 
his war against usl! 

Besides, this DIRTY OLD RAT got a seven miles long criminal record started (so they say) when he was just 13. 
Sexual maniac, bookmaker, usurer, thief. Whatever you may need. 


(IF YOU GOT THE MONEY, HONEY, HE GOT YOUR DISEASE) 


John Savage, a nice coworker, has told me in confidence that every time a new client enter the shop, the old 
bastard challenges him to bet 50 bucks that he can CHEW HIS RIGHT EYE. 

What the fuck, he really can Do you want to know how? 

As soon as the victim shows him the bucks, he takes off his socket the glass eyeball, stick it in his mouth 
showing his SEARS ¢ ROEBUCK false teeth in a large shark smile and, theatrically, chews it braying like a 
donkey. 

The customer who has been cheated in this way, usually, doen't come back willingly, and this is to the 


detriment of all of us here except him. 


So, after that this DEEP THROAT has made his report, RED CROW has SENT US TO CALL (read CLOSE CALL). 


BAD BUSINESS, GUYS! 


Ill tell you this, guys. 

The long corridor that runs between the various departments of the top floor of TR and his office, remnded 
me of a book by Stephen King that Bill had given me, in Lafayette, for my fifteenth birthday. 

THE GREEN MILE. 

Have you ever read it, guys? 

The story tels the odissey of an innocent man sentenced to death and his long journey towards the truth. 


(Oh, BILL! | wish you were here..) 


So, inspired by the Greatest American Horror Writer of our Century, I've rechristened the afore mentioned 
long corridor THE GREEN MILE. 

And the fact that the cleaning lady had quite just waxed, didn't help. 

Steve fell headfirst on the glossy floor and almost broke his fucking nose. 

But he can SUCK. 


As usual, he fucking asked for it. 


Somewhere, at the end of that fucking horror tunnel, there was a death sentence without appeal waiting for 


us. 


As THE END approached, we were trying to keep the lowest profile as possible to avoid at least the pillory of 
public ridicule. 

Infamy is something | don't deserve at all. My heavy metal heart would be broken. 

As for Steve, said, he can suck. 

That stupid asshole has a face like his ass. He doesn't give a fuck of honor. 


POPI THE LIONHEART was crying and hiccupping so hard that he left a fucking river behind his back, so that, 


more than walking, he was slipping like an EEL on its own mucus. 


WHOA, GUYS! 
It was so disgusting | had to hold my crappy stomach not to hurl my guts accross the corridor. 
| was speechless. 


He was totally hopeless. 
After the SNAIL SYNDROME, the ROTTEN EEL DISEASE. 


Going further to the fate, my mouth couldn't help a chucke watching Steve drilling his nose looking for some 
hidden treasure and cursing in strange idioms. | don't understand a shit. It's all Greek to me. 


The unsaid question in my mind was one. 


WHAT KIND OF DEATH IS WAITING FOR US BEHIND THAT FATAL DOOR? 


As soon as we hit RED CROW'S OFFICE's way, my heart skipped a beat and Popi's curses and invocations, finally, 


shut the fuck up. 


ELECTRIC CHAIR? 
No. Much to easy and fast. 
Its not for US. 


GUILLOTINE? 
Nope. Much too romantic and old-fashioned. 


Cosmopolitan says that its TOTALLY OUT. 


HANGING? 

NICHT! 

Much too JOHN WAYNE'S STYLE. 

IS THERE A ROCK N! FN ROLL STYLE WAY TO DIE? 


Wat the fuck is left? 
HEMLOCK? 

Why on earth? 

This is about us. Not Socrates! 


OMFG, NO000000!! 
(Please, please! Ronnie James aka Dio, | fucking beg you! Don't let they do THS to your favourite sonst!) 
Suddenly, the GREEN MILE fade out in a bottomless pit 

ALICE IN WONDERLAND’ white rabbit sent us an elegant, encouraging middle finger. 


"HERE WE ARE" 

Steve said, grabbing my arm in pain, crying loudly like a spoiled daddy's girl throwing a tantrum. 

"| beg you, IZ! Let's save a ghost of DIGNITY, at least! Try to make him see that YOU're a BRAVE GROWN UP 
GUY, MATURE AND WISE!" 

Er, guys. 

Must say | showed all my self control contenting myself to INCINERATE HIM with a cyanide glance. 


Entering the DEATH ROW- or the PIT OF SNAKES, call it as you please, the first thing that we noticed was the 
tense arc hanging on the wall behind the MAN. 
Below it, an old embroidered quiver full of poisoned harrows just ready for us. 


The fact that we were going to make a warrior death, however, oddly, did not make us feel any better. 
FATAL INSTANT. 


While Edgar Allan Poe's RED DEATH MASK made us sit down, an apocalyptic thunderclap glimpsed the air 


smelling, until that moment, of cinnamon air freshener. 


As soon as | understood, | closed my eyes and started praying my GOD (OF METAL). 
The lightning eyes of the Indian shot out of their sockets and nailed THE OFFENDER to the ground. 


"MERCY!" 

Cried my poor mate, while his cheeks became purple, then frog-belly green. 

"| REALLY REALLY REALLY DIDN'T MEAN TO." 

He burst into tears like a cunt. 

"ITS NOT MY FAULT! I'VE NEVER BEEN LOVED IN MY LIFE! NEVER EVER! SINCE DAY ONE! MY DAD LEFT US 
WHEN | WAS TWO AND MUMMY WORKS IN PORNO.." 


All right, guys. 
WHAT A SHAMELESS SON OF A BITCH HE ISIII 
As for me, | would rather die than face such a soap opera scene. 


HOLY FUCK! What a fiugure he cut! 

(Please, do me a favour, guys: bury me ALIVE RIGHT NOW with my boots onl) 

RED CROW had a sudden blast. 

"Steven! CUT OUT THE ACT! ARE YOU KIDDING? Do you really want me to believe that YOU DO NOT KNOW 
WHO THE FUCK IS YOUR FUCKING FATHER?" 

What | thought a fucking mace troke violently on the table of cut crystal, but | realized horrified that it 


wasn't a mace. It was a PUNCH 


"Blessed guy! Don't you know? Don't you understand that, if you are still HERE, is JUST becouse you are THE 
SON OF." 


(OF A CRAPPY OLD BITCH) 
"OF?" 


"OF MY GRANDMA IN WHEELBARROW!" 
RED CROW yelled at the top of his lungs, spilling a cup of coffee all over himself and going totally nuts. 


Followed a long, ghastly silence full of unsaid things. 
As soon as SITTING BULL or RED CROW or whatever he was, recovered a bit of his proverbial self-control, he 
rolled his eyes to the sky and helped back my dude to his chair. 


"Sit down, Steve" he said, lighting his peace pipe. "And listen. There's SOMETHING VERY IMPORTANT YOU 
HAVEN'T BEEN TOLD, YET. But, now, you must KNOW." 


One more stinky hail of gunfire. 


The room was a fucking gas chamber. 
RED CROW couldn't end the sentence and suddenly felt sick. 
Before we could say AMEN, the poor Indian collapsed on his fancy crystal desk. 


"STEVE! SHUT THE FUCK UP!" 
| shouted, giving him a slap on his mouth. 
"AND TRY TO SHOW RESPECT! YOU STUPID CUNT!" 


| was living in a nightmare, but | wasn't sleeping. 


No one can crash facing the DEATH. 
AFTER THE DAMAGE, HE HAS EVEN KILLED A MAN WITH A FART. 
"WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU, STEVE, REALLY?" 


No, guys, please! 
Don't laugh. There's nothing funny in what l'm going to tell you. Trust me. 


What the fuck. 
Really can't say such a thing. 


In a nutshell, our poor POPI didn't hold the emotion. 
He fucking POOPED his pants. 


SLOW MOTION NIGHTMARE 
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chapter 34 


SLOW MOTION NIGHTMARE 
Red Crow Livingston 


Ladies and gentlemen, sorry for the intrusion, but | have something to tell you. 


As soon as the gossip about THE PARTY thrown by the.. er, let's call them the WILD BUNCH, has spread all 
over the shop, | knew | was in the shit up to my eyes and felt my chair, the result of the sweat of my brow, 
fry under my ass. 

So, this morning, knocking on my office's door, | wasn't much too surprised to find HM, the SUPREME BOSS. 
Mr. WINSTON C. 


Well, guys. 

| thought he was peacefully beached in Hawaii on his luxury yacht eating oysters and drinking champagne and 
sniffing coke with a naked pussy on each side, but | was fucking WRONG. 

Seeing him | realized quickly how far things were going badly for me, as THE BOSS didn't had the look of a 
BILLIONAIRE tourist just returned from a nabobs holiday in the Garden of Eden 

He's slim and cadaverous and, watching him, l'm not surprised when he told me he was SERIOUSLY ILL, and 
understood there was no time to lose. 


‘Ive learned somebody throw a very WILD PARTY in here" he said, sitting in front of me with theatrical 


emphasis. 

His face was ghastly pale and bony. 

Watching him properly, | don't like at all the mode his emaciated body is crumpled in that dress. 

| feel mercy for him, especially at this time when, instead of be more concerned of trouble relating to the 
management of the staff, he should seriously think about his health. 


He had already suffered two heart attacks in the last months, and his life is in a serious danger. 


"m APPALLED" 

| said with a soft quivering voice. 

| didn't want him to launch into a lecture which, however, honestly, | think | didn't deserve. 

"You know. | was on holidays and... Er. | promise not to try false excuses. Really. Trust me, Mr. C. | don't know 
how it could happen, but it happened. | was on holidays but, of course, I'm ready to assume full responsibility 
of it. Really, trust me. Can't tell you how sorry | am, I." 

And what did he do? 


His reaction has been so weird I've been blown away. 


He LAUGHED so hard he started coughing and needed an asthma inhalator not to choke in his own laughs. 
"HOLY CRAP!" 

He cried, wiping his eyes with a silk handkerchief. 

"HE REALLY DID ITI" 

"C'mon, Livingston’ he hiccupped, wiping his eyes with a bright white silk handkerchief with the initials WC (!) 
embroidered in gold thread. "It's nothing serious, trust me. Its just a PRANK.” 

"But. sorry, Mr. C." 

"Livingston!" He put a bony hand on my shoulder in a father-like attitude. "Please! Don't be silly.. " 

"But... er. Maybe | did not explain well. Three of your.. er. OUR best PORN.. ER. Sorry. Some very rare and 
precious rated XXX videos in here has gone LOST FOREVER. 

"Well" He said. "SO WHAT? WELL PURCHASE THEM AGAIN." 

| spelled the answer trying to make him understand the entity of the damage. 

"Honestly, sir, | do not think it is possible. Those titles are OUT OF PRINT. Practically impossible to find. This is 
the question!" 

"They FUCKING aren't" He laughed, starting coughing hard. "| mean. Not FOR ME." 

| tried to reply, but he shouted my mouth up with a gesture. 

"THAT'S IT, Mr. Livingston!" he said in a soft spoken voice. "I DO NOT WANT TO HEAR ANOTHER WORD ABOUT 
THS TOPIC AGAIN. Neither from yourself nor from anyone else in here. Not in this life. Did you understand 


what | mean?" 


|, of course, had no choice. | could not help but nod and swallow hard the bitter lump | got in my throat in 


silence. 


All right, folks. 

| can understand his feelings. 

After all, HE'S A FATHER. He loves HIS SON. WANTS TO HELP HIM despite the fact HIS SON IS A PERFECT IDIOT. 
HE FEELS GUILTY for having abandoned him and his mother when he was just a toddler. | really understand 


him, cause | AM a DAD too. | fully understand that that spineless kid and his older sister are all that is left of 
his vast business empire- even if those interested, as it seems, at the moment, they DON'T KNOW THE 
TRUTH- but THERE'S A LIMIT TO EVERYTHING! 

As a dad, I'm surely better than him, but | didn't gave them the AX for what they did. | said it already and 
repeat it. I've just suspended them as a pause for reflection. Not fired them, yet. | would never have dared to 
take the place of the BOSS in such a decision not to be given the AX myself. | was only trying to help without 
involving the BOSS, who, at least so | thought, was on holiday to enjoy life while, instead, sadly, he was 


undergoing chemotherapy for lung cancer. 


"LIVINGSTON!" 
He cried in a ghastly broken voice hoarse from a deep cough. 
| want you to TAKE THEM BACK TO WORK RIGHT NOW." 


My jaw dropped dead. 
“But... Mr. COLETTI..." 


He rolled his eyes for a moment and the nit happened very quickly. 
His skeletal body was wracked by a violent fit of coughing. 
Then, his shriveled cheeks of the color of the cheese stretched into a bitter grin I've never seen before in my 


life that scared me to death and freeze the blood in my veins. 
"JUST DO IT NOW!" He coughed out, hurling his rotten lugs out. "OR YOU'LL.. 


A grimace of pain ran through his gaunt face. 
His bony numb fingers grabbed his own chest in an awkward, silent instant cut out of time and space. 
His mouth was wide opened, hungry for air. 


Fighting to breathe. 
Desperately struggling not to choke in his own phlegm. 


Then his knees buckled and he staggered. 
Had to help him 


"Mr. Winston!" 

| shouted, stumbling in my own feet to support and help him on the leather sofa on the left side of my desk. 
And while | saw him fell, he grabbed my Texas tie struggling for breath, drenched in sweat, and, while | 
seriously ran the risk to be strangled, with a whisper, he said: 

"CCCCC-CCCCAAAALLL.." 

"WHAT?" 

"Ç-CC... C-CALL.." 

In a panic, | plunged into the phone and dialed ‘Il. 


"Please" 
my quivering voice whispered. 


"| need an ambulance, right away. Yeah. Come as.ap. Suspected heart attack. I3I7 Jefferson Ave." 


| realized he wasn't breathing. 


My shivering hand took his pulse and checked the beat. 
(Oh my God!) 


| pulled back petrified. 
There wasn't any. 


His heart had stopped beating. 


| was living in a movie. 


Watching powerless something | really couldn't face. 


| realized there was nothing | could do to help my BOSS. 

The ER. operator told me to try mouth-to-mouth, but it didn’t help. 

It was a slow-motion nightmare come true. 

But it wasn't my fault. | did the right thing. 

| didn't dare to give HIS SON the fucking AX, so I'm not the one to blame for what happened to the BOSS. He's a 


very sick man. 
In an unreal instant, he opened his cyanotic eyes and nailed them in mine. 


"Don't try to speak" | tried to tell him to make him calm down. "The ambulance is coming and the doctor said...” 


"D-D-DON'T NEED IT!" 
He kicked me off. 
"JUST C-C-CALL ME MY STE-VEN-!" 


MY (LOST) SOUL PRAISE THE LORD 
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chapter 35 


MY (LOST) SOUL PRAISE THE LORD 
William Bruce (Bil) Bailey 


My (LOST) soul praise the Lord and here | am, on peyote like an addicted Sioux shaman, as naked as a fucking 
worm, sitting astride on Adrianna's belly, sinking my SWORD in HER ROCK licking her dreams away by her eyes 


buried alive in Alice Cooper's make up. 


HOLY FUCK! 
What a kickass blast | got here! 


Let me say that, among the Seven capital sins, my favorite one is LUXURY. 

It really worth the eternal flames, trust the fuck mel | really don't have a clue of the Hell really existing or 
not, but | know I'm FUCKING ENJOYING BEING A SINNER! 

| swear I'm gonna be a PROFESSIONAL ONE. It really worth it. 

Now I've found MY WAY. | won't give up fucking Adrianna Smith for the fucking rest of my life. 

My FLAGPOLE sails on Adrianna's BRIG crossing new HOT oceans of LUST never explore in my former life. 


So, while my seed blasts inside her womb like a fucking firework drawing on her skin some sort of silver holy 
halo, | fall into pieces and melt in the ether. 

WILLIAM BRUCE BAILEY doesn't exist anymore. 

WILLIAM BRUCE the fucking BAILEY is WATER VAPOR. 


And what about Shame? 
(HOLY CRAP!) 


He's a desert island. Lost in the current. 

Savannah, laying on his skinny bruised body with her hair covering the faces of both, is his permanent center 
of gravity. She's the one who allows him to blindly float in the boiling sea of perdition 

All around us, the desert breathe the spirit of the Natives. 

| feel like being watching a movie, but I'm not. This is REAL LIFE. MY REAL LIFE. 


(OH, GOD! HOW CAN | THANK YOU FOR SUCH A WONDERFUL, UNEXPECTED GIFT?) 


The scene is SURREAL. 

It reminds me of a SALVADOR DALI's world-famous picture I've seen, once, in an art exhibition. 

Here we are. 

Four poor mistfits. Fucking the death away like porcupines in the boiling heart of this colorful NOTHING STONED 
IMMACULATE and without giving a shit about tomorrow. 

The full scene, at the same time, holy and blaspheme. 

It's something like some primordial civilization ritual to be celebrate to appease the gods of the Desert. 
Needless to tell you, guys, that it reminds me of a book by Carlos Castaneda I've found one day at the city 
library. It was about PEYOTE and the power its use can give to experienced SHAMANS. It showed some of the 
tricks a USER can do with his mind. After a few pages, I've been caught. 

THE ISLAND OF TONAL. 

So it was titled the book I've unfolded buried under a lot of rubbish. 


SHAME is TONAL (PHYSICAL EXPERIENCE). 

| am NAGUAL (METAPHYSICS). 

This is the new way | feel myself and my toxic mate. 

I'm learning that, in spite the fact we're DIFFERENT, we ARE ONE. A PERFECT ONE 

(READY TO CRASH AND BURN) 

All| know and feel in this moment is a sort of COSMIC EMPATHY for everybody. So we're no more FOUR, but 
ONE. 

SAVANNAH AND SHAME. ADRIANNA AND |. 

ALLTOGETHER (It should be said all in one word). 

| can feel it growing and taking over. 


Filling the Desert in and multiplying ourselves from here to eternity to project our shadows into hyperspace. 


Zabriskie Point. 


Did you guys see the movie before? 


| fucking DID. 
(Oh, Izl! I'll never thank you enough for letting me share it with you...) 


Don't even remember the name of the Director, but l'm pretty sure he was Italian 

The movie was a GAS. 

Loved it since the beginning. | mean. All that stuff. The movie is about all what | worship, such as the late 60s. 
Students talking about the Revolution clashing with the fucking cops. And, most of all, OUTSIDERS. People who 
doesn't recognize themselves in any kind of group and want to fight ALONE their way. | remember a scene it 
became a legend. 

A guy and a chick meet in the Mojave Desert and smoke pot and then, of course, make love. While doing it, the 
Desert fills itself with COYPLES AND GROUPS OF YOUNG HIPPIES MAKING LOVE AND PETTING all over your 
eyes can look 

Not to speak about the soundtrack, dudes! All great stuff, such as GRATEFUL DEAD and, of course, PINK 
FLOYD. 


Needless to say this is one of my favorite movies of all time. 


Then, suddenly, my erotic trip vanish in some bittersweet love symphony and, finally, | can feel my energetic 
level reload the DREAM in spite of the MATERIAL WORLD and I'm sure that, if | really want to dare the 
BLOODY MOON up there in the silky sky above my burning hair, | have to watch behind me and crawl back to 
my lost childhood. 

PEYOTE. 

(It fucking works, guys!) 

Try it and you'll tell me. 

(C'mon) 

Its a SOUL MEDICINE. HEALS YOUR PAIN FROM THE INSIDE. 

My childhood fades to black 

My BIRTH GROWT. DEATH. 

(YOULL REMEMBER ANYTHING) 

Here he is, again. The LIZARD KING. 

He won't leave me alone. 

HAVE YOU HAD A GOOD WORLD WHEN YOU DIED? 

ENOUGH TO BASE A MOVIE ON? 

My DEATH. 

After all, the DESERT is DEATH ITSELF BY DEFINITION, seen as a LACK OF LIFE. 

So, while the bonfire is consumed together with our drunk embraces of the series "FUCK DETAH OFF", we also 
infuse the Bryce's beautiful scenario a new life. 

"IM ALIVEIII" 

Shame cried after a while, raging on the torn flash of his Savannah in the dim light of the dying flames in the 
moonlight. 

The night slowly blows all its candles under a jealous web made of shadows which keep all of us nailed to the 


pavement. 


Watching the skyscraper of the pinnacles all around us like an ancient silver chain, | feel myself as a brick in 
the wall, a part of this wonderful picture drawn by a weird TOXIC GOD looking for some psychedelic experience. 
TOMORROW is something senseless, lost in time and space 

Just a word. And we know, now, that language ain't enough for people like us. We don't need to speak in tongues. 
All we need IS LOVE, SEX, DRUGS AND THE FUCKING SECRET VOICES OF THE DESERT. 

HEAVEN is a place on EARTH It fucking is. HERE and NOW. 

Oh, please! 

What the fuck! 

WAIT! 

| can't remember where it was 


Where that dream stop... 


OMFG! 

Adrianna is flying high. She's smoking a joint as big as a sequoia all the fucking ALONE.. wow. Gonna hurt 
herself, the kitten Must stop this madness before she spits her lungs off. 

And | can't face her demolition, ain't dudes? 

She's a LADY. She's so COOL. | won't say a word. But IM A GENTLEMAN. | mean. | know she's used to smack 
and she's on heroine all the time and all that stuff, but | also know that you shouldn't mix booze and smack if 
you want to enjoy the night and welcome the dawn. 

"C'mon, honey!" | slurred at her, surrounding her naked shoulders covered in a sweat glow "said, give me back 
that fucking joint! Gonna kill yourself!" 

| took the joint with all the fingers | can put in it, showing her 

| may be a little young, but (honey) | ain't naive 

Its all a gamble when it's just a game 

| swollen pens as a peacock and smoke that giant joint with style until | take a very big shot and lose control. 
After an awkward instant of suspended animation between earthly life and underworld, | broke out a mine in 
the chest and | spit out the lungs and cut a crappy figure. 

Then it happens. 

| take-off in vertical like a fucking jumbo jet and- 


- ooops! 


(WHAT THE FUCK!) 

I'm absolutely speechless. 

"AND YOU, SHAME! KEEP YOUR FUCKING MOUTH SHUTI! YOU DIRTY JUNKIE! YOU AIN'T THE RIGHT ONE TO 
LAUGH AT ME, AIN'T YOU?" 

I've nearly thrown up on the naked boobs of my sweet one- 


But, luckily for her, I've been able to correct the shooting at the very last second. 


And what about her? 

Nada de nada. Nothing doing. Nicht. 

As stoned as she's, she didn't even made a fold. She didn't even noticed the risk her immaculate boobs have 
just run. 


So far so good. 


| swallow it back with a grin asking to myself where does this come from. All right, guys. TOUCHE”. I've been 
warned. So what? | will survive. Perhaps it was the PEACH VODKA‘s fault or, | don't know. THAT wine. The red 
one that costs two bucks per bottle. You know. That fucking sort of H BOMB called NIGHTRAIN EXPRESS. 
EIGHTEEN CRAPPY DEGREES. 


(DO YOU GUYS GET THE MESSAGE?) 


One glass and you feel ok. Two and are drunk Three and start feeling sick. Four and you bite the dust. 
And what about the half Uncle Jack galloon | shared with Shame to help him manage his COLD TURKEY? 


As a matter of facts, tonight I've learned something very important for my future. 


Going wild is a kamikaze mission. 


Living like a fucking suicide got its price. 


Oh, fuck. 
Sorry, guys, but I'm really feeling sick. 
My stomach lurches and screams me in pain 


The desert is rocking and rolling. 


STOP THE FUCKING WORLD!!! 
| WANT TO GET OFFI! 


(Who was the crazy old brat who said it?) 

A deep wave of nausea sinks my ship. 

SORRY! 

IM ABOUT TO HURL MY GUTS ALL OVER THOSE SILVER PINNACLES- 


As soon as | recovered just enough to distinguish me from a fucking charming concretion of borate and 
gypsum, | regained control of my spaceship and my untold leadership on our UNDERAGE MERRY PRANKSTERS 
group. 

| want to orbit myself beyond the borders of the universe” 

| announce, rolling myself another powerful spaceship to get REAL HIGH 


But- what | was saying? 

OH, YEAH 

| KNOW. 

TALKING ‘BOUT some stuff named TOMORROW. 


WHAT THE FUCK DOES TOMORROW MEANS? 


TOMORROW AIN'T THERE. 
AIN'T NOW. 


TOMORROW 
IT'S ANOTHER DAY! 


THE MAN WHO FELL ON EARTH 
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chapter 3b 


THE MAN WHO FELL ON EARTH 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


Popcorn aka Steve is a very VERY weird. At this point, | think that this is out of the question. However, he 
never fails to amaze me every fucking time. 


| mean. 


| never had the slightest doubt that HE IS AN ALIEN, because he REALLY IS. AIN'T HE? 


So, if boys come from cabbages and girls from roses, as my grannies used to tell me when | was a toddler, 
he, instead, is from some weird, lost moon of Jove. 

He reminds me of David Bowie in that movie, THE MEN WHO FELL ON EARTH I've seen, one lazy summer hot 
afternoon in Lafayette, during an awful heat wave. We were about twelve or thirteen. Sitting on the couch in 
the living room, trying to comfort our throats parched by the heat with two beautiful frozen homemade 
lemonades generously offered by grandma Ida. 


This is why, looking back, I'm sure that that movie was the unauthorized biography of our superstar POPCORN. 


Don't you believe me? 

Do as you please, folks. 

But try to spend one- | mean- ONE ONLY day with him and then we'll talk again about him. 

Anyway, as a bad luck, the poor fool here, beats me ten to zero. In fact, yesterday he set a very sad, 
unenviable record: he found and lost his biological father in the space of just 24 hours. 


What the fuck, dudes! 


What a story! It seems came from some Brazilian soap opera or, | don't know, some peanut operetta sponsored 
by Kleenex. APPLESAUCE! 
He's a fake also-ran. And his life really apes Art! 


From an interview with the doctors, it turned out that, before the heart failure, the poor Mr. Winston STEVEN 
Coletti aka WC. Sr. has been undermined in the intellect for some months from Alzheimer disease known as 
DEMENTIA. 

An illness that stoles you the most precious good of your life: your MEMORY. Your IDENTITY. In a word, 
YOURSELF. 

He died in Steven's arms when he paid him a visit at the hospital, but he never recognized Popi as the fruit of 
his rotten ankles. Just to let you know, he called him DAD. 


So, a mocking fate had wanted Popi to remain orphaned again after he's practically always been 


The funeral has been scheduled for tomorrow morning at 10,00. The ceremony will take place as strictly 
private as possible, given the notoriety of the deceased, owner and managing director of the entire TR chain 
worldwide. As for the press, it will be informed at funerals occurred. 


Anyway, there will be the staff of Los Angeles TR. They really won't miss the happening. 


Needless to say, apart from Popi's compound pain branch, all TR trembles with excitement. More. Please, pass 


me the expression To be completely honest, everyone at TR is excited TO DEATH. 


We couldn't help a chuckle thinking what the several TR shops worldwide will be now that the Master has gone. 
Besides, we know nothing, at the moment, but gossips and rumors. 

Our deceased leader has always had a reputation for being weird and eccentric. His figure has always been 
surrounded by mystery and his past is wrapped in an aura of legend. 

Revolutionary in Mexico. Arms dealer in South Africa. Venerable guru in India. Journalist in Japan. HIPPY IN 
NEPAL and so on and so forth and whatsoever. 

People say that lately, in old age, more than a recluse, he lived like he was BURIED ALIVE in his own myth. He 
probably was full of absurd phobias and complexes. And if you, dudes, add to the cocktail the fact that he 
never EVER released ANY interview, you'll got a fucking MOLOTOV BOMB. 


Steve and | think that his life has been a kind of Decadent novel by Alexandre Dumas or whatsoever. He must 
have been a sort of ESTHETE like Oscar Wilde or Gabriele D'ANNUNZIO, the Italian VATE, whose only purpose 
was to make his life a work of art. An evergreen Legend. 

Since we have learned about Popi being poor Mr. Winston Coletti's offspring, we just can't talk about something 
else but POPI'S DESTINY AS THE GUY WHO'S SURELY GOING TO INHERIT THE ENTIRE COMMERCIAL CHAIN OF 
THE FUCKING TR IN THE WORLD. 

So far so good. Needless to say we often get lost in useless conjectures. 

What shell | say? 

What the fuck do we know about his gloomy past? 

He was a weirdo. Surely was, if he gave birth to our good Popi, wasn't he? 

He was anything you want, but he was also a VERY COOL PERSON. One that surely could ENJOY A LUXURY 
LIFE. 


So, at this point, inevitably, the one million dollars question arises: IF HE REALLY HAS BEEN A PLAYBOY IN HIS 
LOST YOUTH, and all that stuff, STEVE WAS REALLY HIS ONLY CHILD OR HE HAD SPREAD SOME OTHER 
OFFSPRINGS AROUND THE WORLD? WAS POPI THE ONLY LIVING HEIR OF TR? 


Was Steve really the only one distilled of his precious gonads? 


And what about GINA? 

(Do you remember Gina, don't you?) 

The girl who worked with me at that awful PIZZERIA VESUVIO owned by the notorious Mr. O'Vibrione, who has 
been slapped in recently for killing a bunch of MAFIA GODFATHERS of rival gangs with rotten seafood pizzas. 
About Gina, what she's really for Steve? A sister or a half-sister? Have they the same father? 

Steve doesn't know. 


His granny doesn't remember. 


So, what the fuck? 


So, if Popi, so far, was a moron, now he has become a real PAIN IN THE ASS. 
He's totally deranged. 
He's driving me totally NUTS. 


In my brain clouded by insomnia there's some sort of 24 hours on 24 SOFT PARADE of impossible slogans, 


such as: 


POPCORNINHERITS THE EARTH 
POPCORN THE BILLIONAIRE 
POPCORN SOLE DIRECTOR OF TR 


WOW, GUYS. 

This isn't going to be. 

Popi is the fucking UNDERAGE, and underage people, by the Grace of God, cannot administer anything without 
the guidance of a parent or legal guardian who takes the place in law. And Steve's mother, according to what 
he told me, was nothing but a toxic stuffed with antidepressants. 

Besides, his granny, is displaying the first signs of Alzheimer too. 

This is why, then, we're fumbling in the thickest darkness you can picture. 

But if really Steve is the sole heir.. fuck, guys. | get goose bumps and | fucking bend my legs just thinking 
about it. 

Got no clue about anything administered by POPI. 

NOT IN THIS LIFE. 

We can do nothing but wait and see (IF WE CAN). 

Try to picture it, guys. 

This expectation of the fate of Steve and all of us is killing me so much that | even started biting my nails. Er. 
To be honest, guys, I've already arrived at the second joint of my fingers.. and | think that, if | go on this way, 
I'm going to play my baby with the bare bones, which means, more or less, that | can throw my beautiful KISS 


SIGNATURE CUSTOMED plectrum down to the bog and flush the toilet. 


Two days to go, guys. On Thursday, right after the private funeral ceremony, the testament of the Deceased 
will be opened and our fate unfolded 

POPI FOR PRESIDENT 

A NUCLEAR ASSAULT FOR TR. 

SO FUCKING COOL FOR ALL OF US IN THE CREW. 

STEVE IS A POTENTIAL H BOMB. 


Actually | shoot crap, but I'm shitting in the narrows and pooping my pants for fear of that fucking fate we're 
waiting for. By Steve of the way, there is never to be complacent. 

My sixth sense is in fibrillation 

STEVEN FOR PRESIDENT. 


(MAY GOD HELP THE FUCKING US!) 


LAS VEGAS, CITY OF GOD 
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chapter 31 


LAS VEGAS, CITY OF GOD 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


| definitely found my true calling: being a PROFESSIONAL SINNER in spite of my step fucking father. So, looking 
back to that old trumpet Preach Honey and Scratching in the Shit Old Trumpet in Lafayette, Indiana, City of the 
Living Dead, Indiana, and all his crap, | must admit to myself that the old Rat was fucking right. 

l'm a BAD APPLE. A BLACH SHEEP. A LOST SOUL. 

Call it as you FUCKING please, dudes. This is what | FUCKING am. 


IM A NATURAL BORN SINNER. 


So, while the ADDAMS FAMILY'S minivan slips more or less nimbly in the afternoon traffic breaking all the 


rules of the road, with the girls driving and smoking and boozing and screaming at the top of their lungs 


KICK OUT THE JAM 
(MOTHERFUCKER!) 


We are enjoying the unexpected gift of the TOTAL FREEDOM looking to the halos of the neon lights of all the 
tourist attractions we meet on our way. Sadly, however, it's afternoon or so | think, because the sun is still 


shining and this is why all the insignia are still off. 


We're in a sort of disappointed stand-by 
(Waiting for the darkness to reveal to the fucking moon our sins.) 


Yeah. 

We're arrived much too early. 

Sin City is sleeping in its wild sloth. 

Anyway, this place is magic. It really is. 

Everybody in the world want to be here once in their life and, dudes, here we the fuck are. 

Hate the daylight. It makes no sense to me. Everything is wasted by light. Every mystery unfolded. 
So the money machine is off. 

The make-up is melting. 


The booths are a slum for luxury nabobs. 


The STRIP. 

(OMFG!) 

THE FUCKING STRIP. 

CEASAR PALACE. VENETIAN HOTEL. PARIS HOTEL. BELLAGIO. BALLY'S. All the tricks. All that stuff. 


We're speechless. 


Just roll our eyes in disbelief. 


Out the filthy and dusty windows of our chariot there is a sort of SOFT PARADE of fairy dream hotels with 


all the amenities imaginable, specialized in fleecing tourists with style. 


IT'S ALL A GAMBLE 
WHEN IT'S JUST A GAME 
(YA TREAT IT LIKE A CAPITAL CRIME.. EVERYBODY'S DOING THEIR TIME!) 


But it's unfair. Shabby. | mean. Seeing Las Vegas for the first time with the day light. It's a litte like to see 
your fucking granny WITHOUT DENTURES. Isn't it? 


As usual, at the wheel, the bitches are pretty stoned and loaded like fucking freight trains. 
Hopes are high and life worth living. 


Ok, dudes. 

Pit stop. 

We need refueling. Petrol. Gasoline. But not for the minivan. For US. Smack. Booze. All the stuff. After that, we 
can explore our new territory. 

So far so good. 

I've learned that Sin(ners) City has two opposite and complementary faces. 

Nestled between the Death Valley and Mojave Desert like a poisoned Flower of Evil, by night is a hospice and 


by night so fucking awesome. | won't say a word. 


Here we are, Vegas! 

Can you dudes picture it? 

How the fuck much do you envy us? 

Bill, I7. Shame, 11. 

Two pretty cool teenagers stuffed with hormones and with two pussies in tow, drifting in Toyland. Said, if it's a 
dream, please, put the alarm up your ass and let me rest in peace. 

I'm thrilled to death. | swear. I'm afraid that l'm getting a heart attack just for joy. 


Can you picture my tombstone, dudes? 


WILLIAM BRUCE BAILEY 
7 
(BILL) 


And next to my MUGSHOT those lyrics 
GONE while COMING 


Lets fucking do it, dudes. Bury that daddy's girl alive in his phobias. Really hate that yokel. He isn't worth my 
spit. 

RIP, Bill. Fuck off you all, Lafayette Living Dead! 

Now my name is W.AXL ROSE. 

Bye-bye, Bill. 

AXL for my old band of the times of the high school, the one that my DEAR stepfather Stephen spoiled for 
me. 

Rose for the biological father that | never knew, and who was a jailbird or so they said. 

As soon as | turn 18, | will change my name also legally to be 

W. AXL ROSE. 17. 

Shannon Hoon aka SHAME. lb. 

Adrianna and Savannah. Declared age: nineteen. Real age: UNKNOWN (chose a number from twelve to twenty- 
one). Wearing make-up: twenty-one yrs. old. Without it: twelve. 

All of us full of anger and thirsty for lust and freedom and booze and smack. Besides, the bitches got the 
bucks for going wild in Vegas. 

(What the fucking else?) 


Nice shot for two urchins living under the street like Shame and me, dudes. You know. The bitches are our 
credit card 

(send it to the liquor store, ba-by!) 

They are so fucking good in making money. Those two thick-skinned chicks have no problem admitting that, 
after all, theirs is a vocation as well as a craft. They are pretty shameless, quietly admitting they GO ALL 
OVER THE WORLD WITH THE FUCKING MATTRESS STRAPPED TO HER BACK READY FOR USE. 

Basically, dudes, what's wrong with them? 

| would to worst if | were a cunt, but I'm not. I'm a fucking macho- proud to be. 


Who cares! I'm not jealous, and so is Shame. On the contrary. We fucking enjoy the situation Welcome to the 


plucking chickens, then! Better if they are over eighty, sickly and fucking rich. 

Seriously, | think I'm gaining the right managerial mentality to put on a nice family business. Trust me. The two 
bitches hitting the sidewalks with style and we two guys at the CASH earning bucks. How does this sound? 

So far so good. 


Here the fuck we are. 


At first sight, Sin City aka The Desert Flower has one big flaw: its CLIMATE. Which, unfortunately, is quite a 
mess. Even though we are in February, due to a fucking heat wave, it's like being in hell. 

| swear you. The bitches, here, all dolled up in skinny jeans and black leather, are literally melting under our 
eyes. 

Besides, this crappy ball of fire in the sky doesn't want to sunset. 

Needless to say we don't give a fuck about the heat and take our chance to have fun as all the other tourists 


do. 


First stop: Bellagio Hotel. 

Wild luxury. The fucking Heaven on Earth. God bless it's worldwide famous fountains where, tonight, under 
cover of darkness, we hope to give us all a freshen 

All we have to do, at the moment, is wait and see. 


Sin City is still sleeping and dreaming, but | can wait. 

All we need is just a little patience 

(Yeah! Try to keep it! But it comes and goes...) 

Squalor has always attracted me. Antics as well. What else to say? What else should | say? 


It's all a gamble when it's just a game 

A fucking SWINDLE. 

(So what?) 

Even PUNK is. 

Trust me. Nope. Trust the fucking SEX PISTOLS. 
They were tough. 

The Grat Rock N' Roll Swindle 

ROCK IS, THOUGH. 


After a HEALTHY stroll under the sun with our hair plastered to our sweaty faces and tongues out like red 
carpets, we wisely decide to suspend patrols until further notice seeking shelter in our wild vices and 
debauchery to kill time. 

The minivan i Rechristened SHIP OF FOOOLS parked by the shadow of the biggest neon sign in the world, also 
visible form the fucking Dark Side Of the Moon 


LAS VEGAS 
WELCOME TO NEVADA 


So therefore, as the cruel and ruthless sun of the Desert cooks us low heat in our saucepan, here we are, 
trapped the minivan to gasp our lungs out for the heat with the air conditioning system at its top, lying naked 
on our sleeping bags shooting crappy funny jokes and boozing and smoking the harder the better. 

Then, suddenly, | see it. 


Jim Morrison was fucking right. 


His snake was seven miles long. 


He is old. And his skin cold. 
(Driver, where are you taking us?) 


As you surely know, dudes, the heat makes bad jokes to our brains, so we, inspired by that neon billboard - 
mode ENERGY SAVING- we throw ourselves on the generous supply of frozen beers stocked by the pussies. 
The temperature outside is about 451 Fahrenheit. 

What the fuck! Last night we had frozen to death and now we are melting. | really give up to understand a 
shit. 

For Shame, whose brain is SUBNORMAL, this is the last straw. 


The only weapon left, for us, is our sense of humor. 


"My name is Mork" 

Sings Shame, now half liquefied, citing the signing of a TV series that even to my bro Stu, eight yrs. old, is too 
stupid. 

(Oh, God.. fuck homesickness. It's the last thing | need. Dear little Stu... little adorable rogue.. who knows what 
the fuck's gonna doing right now while I'm here roasting in this kind of wheeled pan And Amy? How | miss 
those two petty criminals! Not to speak of Jeff. Iz Oh, IZ! | WISH YOU WERE HERE SO BADLY | CAN SEE AN IZ- 
SHAPED CLOUD IN THE SKY..) 


Guess what's Shame doing right now. 

Can't you? 

Ill tell you. Believe it or not, our beloved COURT JESTER e's trying to open himself a frozen Corona WITH HIS 
TEETH. 


"My name is Mork" 
He repeats, drooling on the bottle neck, ghastly creaking his poor rotten molars riddled with awful fillings. 


"On an egg come from Ork." 
CRACK! 

"WHAT THE FU..." 

Awkward instant. 

Silence. 


His face is as white as a ghost. 


Then he carefully run his tongue on the upper arch of his teeth in search of a FRONT incisive that 
unfortunately, as we all have occasion to note, is MISSING. And then he rolls his eyes in disbelief 
"| really don't feel well-" 


and he finally crashes face first on the minivan floor. 


Our gang is totally shocked. 
He really needs a dentist RIGHT NOW. 


So, what shell we do? 


Dentists costs lots of money. And we fucking need that bucks to have good time here in Vegas and maybe, if 
God helps us, to come back to LA. rich and famous. 


As for Shame... well, dudes. To be totally.. er. Brutally fair, he's fucking UGLY without that tooth. 

| won't say a word, poor fucker. 

The teeth has broken in bad shape near its root so, if you look at him when he speaks or, worse, when he 

LAUGHS, the broken tooth looks like a tombstone after an earthquake, slipped sideways into the bloody gum. 
Poor Shame! Poor moron! 

When he speaks, he WHISTLES. 

We can't help a chuckle anytime he open his fucking mouth. 

Every ES he says, for our eardrums is GAME OVER. 

Then, if we add that, at the age of sixteen, he seems to be already pretty packed for the hospice, you can 
understand that we are facing a very pitiful (read HOPELESS) case. 

We have to do something for him. 

As for | see it, at the moment we have two options: 


FIRST ONE: 


Not caring Shame and its brand new window on the world, so the next time he wants to do the human 


corkscrew, he, at least, will think about it TWICE. 


SECOND ONE: 
To find the bucks to pay him a dentist. 


The bitches money is not enough. 


In this case, we just have to choose one of those luxury hotels among PARIS, BELLAGIO, VENETIAN, CEASAR 
PALACE, BALLYS or FLAMINGO and try for the fortune. 


But l'm afraid we got a problem. 


THE CASINOS ARE FORBIDDEN TO UNDERAGE KIDS LIKE US. Our only secret weapon are the BITCHES. 
All made up and dressed up like STAR WHORES 

(better than STAR WARS) 

They maybe can do it. 


There's no other choice left. 


They have to. For Shame. 

After all, he's one of our gang. 

(BORN TO BE WILD!) 

Voting by show of hands. Needless to say it's a fucking plebiscite. 

That's all, folks! 

Jim Morrison would say that Night is drawing near.. as we crawl out our nestles like spiders hidden under a 
nightstand, 

ready to crash and burn. 

(May Ronnie James Dio help and forgive us!) 


Stay tuned! 
It really worth! 


MR. COLETTIS TESTAMENT 
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chapter 38 


MR. COLETTIS TESTAMENT 
Steven (Popcorn) Coletti 


The world is made of shit. 

This is what | think looking back and forward to my life. 

| really don't know what to say or To do: everything | do, turns into shit. 
This morning | attended my natural father's funeral ceremony. 

| mean. | haven't had a dad since two days ago and, now that | found him, I've lost him forever. Have you ever 
heard such a cruel destiny for a poor guy like your favorite drummer? 
Crappy life. As soon as | get something, | lose it. What the fuck 

(I've seen it all a million of times) 

Born to be wild (| wasn't). Born to lose (I was). 

But first things first. 

The funeral itself was a fucking circus. Everything but intimate and resigned! 
The biggest surprise was discovering that dad was Jew. 


The synagogue was packed with people and flowers. 

The ceremony has been boring over the top. And we don't speak a word in Jew, so we didn't understand a fuck. 
People really moved me. 

There were representatives from all over the world to pay homage to the Dead Boss and there was, of 
course, the headquarters of LA. complete staff. 


Everywhere wreaths, votive candles, psalms and prayers. 


When the coffin was lowered into the grave, the rabbi, an old man all lumpy with curls and white beard, has 
come to me for condolences brandishing a spade. 

So, when | finally understood what was expected of me, | threw myself on all fours at his feet crying like a 
toddler. 

| must say that my sis, Gina, poor one, saved my fucking ass leaving me cry on her shoulder before | died 


drowned by my own tears. Without her precious help, I'd have certainly died of shame. 


"C'mon, little son’ he told me in a soft spoken voice, patting my shoulder. "Calm down, now. Your papa looks at 
you from up there" he added, raising my condolences and making me howl like an American Werewolf in London 
"So, c'mon! Be a man! A real one! Don't you want him to be pride of you?" 

| nodded and, from my mouth, came out a kind of donkey bray of which, more than certain, my father in 


heaven- or in hell, or whatsoever he may be- is not gone at all proud. 
"So, say him goodbye. Stop crying, now! Be a man!" 
But, as he said those wise words, the devil has had a hand. 


What the fuck, guys! 
Have | already told you how much | suffer the TICKLING? 


Once, as a child, | was playing with Gina on the couch. We were wrestling and she used that Lethal Weapon of 
hers: she TICKLED me TO DEATH. 

| have had seizures. 

Do you know what | fucking mean? 

| could have died swallowing my own Tongue or whatsoever. 

| nearly chocked! 

This morning, at the funeral, it happened again 

l'm not kidding. 

What the fuck are you assholes and bitches laughing for? 

l'm much too sensitive, which is not a fault, mind you, but can become. 

But here is how the events took place. A little heartened by the words of the rabbi, | threw a couple of 
shovels on the open grave and .. BAM! My system goes haywire. 


Within a split second, my sobs became uncontrollable, shameful LAUGHS. 
Obscene. Otrageous. Uproariously laughters. 


Needless to say, a murmur of disapproval rose from all the gorges and I've gone from pitiful case to 


anathema in less than one second. 

| mean. | suffer the tickling. | told you already. Is it my fault? Is it my fault if the rabbi has a beard? | really 
can't stand beardy men. And what the fuck he told me, patting my back? 

"Demeanor, boy! Demeanor!" 

And that's it, folks. 

THEN | FELL HEADFIRST INTO THE OPEN PIT. 


After the sad ceremony, was held the reading of the will. 


So far so good. 

lf the first was a disaster, the second one has been the civil death. 

At the notary there were my sis Gina, mom and granny and, of course, the Aforesaid. | haven't seen mom in 
months, so she started crying as soon as she saw me and never stopped. Granny herself gave me a slipper on 
the teeth accusing me of a long and shameful inaction. There were, too, a lot of unseen faces of starving dogs 
awaiting their bone to gnaw on in spite of me and my family and relatives. 

Mom told me to call her, but how can |, if she covers me with insults any fucking time | try? 


The first move that we heirs do is that of watch each other in askance, ready to kick off the hostility. 
Granny Assuntina, aka Sissi, who at a first glance seems a harmless old woman, actually would be perfectly 
capable of electrocute my mom- her daughter in law- with a killer look, if in the middle, to act as a lightning 


rod, it had not happened the Poor Undersigned. 


As for my sis Gina, usually so sober and dignified manner, despite flaunting the gall of an inveterate poker 


player, seems on the verge of a nervous breakdown. 

The notary is come from the Twilight Zone. 

Not to speak of the terrific female long-haired Afghan dog, as combed and dolled up as a foxy lady, quietly 
snoring under his owner's chair. 

Gina, allergic to the fur of dogs, begins an endless number of sneezing. 

Broke the wax seal of the envelope, we stretch the neck like ravenous vultures. 

"|, Winston Paul Coletti," 

The notary nasally read. 

".. born in Tucson, Arizona, on November 2nd, 1929, in full possession of my mental faculties, | have the 
following to my earthly substances: 


ASSUNTINA SARTURANO WIDOW COLETTI 
(MY MOTHER) 


| leave her the building that she still occupies in usufruct site in Jefferson Ave, I3, along with an annuity for 
subsistence amounting to two thousand five hundred dollars of income and the legal protection of NOSFERATU, 
my naked I7 YEARS OLD, HALF BLIND ONE EYED that hates rats and only subsists on a diet of PETREET 
RICE¢TUNA" 


CRASH! 


A thud echoes the office as a hand grenade: Grandma is on the ground lifeless. And no one dreams not even 
remotely to rescue her. 

(What a beautiful family | got!) 

Without my help, the poor old lady would still be laying there now, with her robe lifted and varicose veins on 
display. 've fucking saved her fucking ass. 


"ANNABELLE MAY MCNEAL COLETTI 

(MY FORMER WIFE, MOTHER OF MY SON STEVEN AND OF MY DAUGHTER LUIGINA aka GINA) 

| leave her legal custody of my two above mentioned sons to be vigilant about them as any good mother 
should be and work to ensure that Steven and Gina, growing up, DO NOT GO INTO THEIR MOTHER'S FOOTSTEPS. | 


also entrust her..." 
Eeeeetciù! 


Gina. 


"my old gambling debts to be paid, from an illegal gambling in New Orleans." 


Another THUD. Another blow. Another satisfied, happy heir that, certain as death, will pray for the black soul 
of the deceased and that, you can bet, will fill at his own expense the tomb of flowers, squandering a fortune 


in votive candles. 

e "LUIGINA COLETTI aka GINA, my elder DAUGHTER." 

Eeeeeeetcitllll 

".. My 1967 Cadillac Sedan De Ville with built-in Jacuzzi and my penthouse in Bel Air." 


The reading of the last sentence triggers all the COMPOUND pain of my sis, who, with an inhuman scream, 
throws her elegant pearls-embroidered purse on her mother's face and then rushes to embrace the notary 
covering him with lipstick kisses all over his face and bald head. 

(Poor thing!) 

I'm disgusted. 

As a brother, | surely love her, but | must admit to myself that the girl is not like me at all: she really has 


what | call a thread of class. 


All right, dudes. 


I's my move. 
It's up to me. 
The Def Leppard drummer in my chest is killing me. 


l'm really going to have a heart attack while, resigned, I'm waiting for my fate to be revealed. 


e "STEVEN COLETTI aka STEVE (MY SON).." 


l'm more into the skin 
What the fuck! 
| WOULD LIKE TO SEE YOU IN MY PLACE! 


"WHAAAAAAAAAAAAAT?" 
Eceeeeetciulll 
A powerful sneeze glues me to the wall. 


"my ONLY MALE HEIR." 
| rub my hands excitedly anticipating in my mouth the sweet taste of the milk and the honey of the Valley of 
Eden, 


"bequeath the most valuable asset | possess, namely..." 


"TOWER RECORDS!" 
| exclaimed, jumping up like a fucking spring. 
To my great disappointment, | see him shaking his glistening head. 


"Loreto, my Australian speaking parrot. The access key to my real legacy otherworldly. An executor of my 


trust will control weekly that my bird is kept as is appropriate. 
Otherwise, | made arrangements for my son STEVEN to be OUSTED from my heritage." 


This time it's up to me to fall headfirst on the dried blood colored carpet. 


As soon as | recover, | discover the incredible, indescribable, unimaginable truth. 


"LORETO, 
(MY BELOVED AUSTRALIAN SPEAKING PARROT) 


(GLUB) 


"To him | entrust the administration only of my profitable chain of shops TOWER RECORDS. And the access key 


to my current secret account in a Swiss Bank..." 


All right, guys. | must take care of a fucking FLEDGED. 


(Dad.. are you kidding?) 


(What the fuck! The deceased and his famous executor of his confidence can SUCK. Gonna roast HIS BELOVED 
BIRD as soon as I'll be homell! ) 


THANK YOU, DAD! 
| WORSHIP YOU, DAD! 
| WILL ALWAYS REMEMBER YOU, DADDY! 


(IF | THINK | EVEN CRIED FOR HIM.. WHAT A STUPID SON OF A BITCH | FUCKING AM!) 
My life is spoiled forever. 

With permission 

I'm going to drown my fucking self in the fucking bog. 

And.. please! Don't try to stop mel 


NIGHT CALL 
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chapter 39 


NIGHT CALL 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


"Hallo?!" 


Nothing else but noise. The phone booth is vandalized and all covered in obscene graffiti. The smell of piss is 
killing me while | angrily shake the telephone and yell. 


"HALLO! HALLO! CAN YOU HEAR ME?" 
No answer. 


(PLEASE! BILL! COME THE FUCK ON!) 


| throw the receiver down and lite a cancer stick. 
| need to think fast and | nervously kick the box's wall and fuck my left feet and suddenly a fall of coins 


covers the floor with the same noise of a freight train 


| curse and blame my bad fortune but courageously grit my teeth and go forward. Popcorn, who really is a 
court jester, instead, kneeling on the floor covered with patches of dried piss, filling his pockets and managing 


to stuff coins in each hole of his body. 


Then he launches the fucking H BOMB, 


l'm sure you know what | mean. Try to picture what a FART of Popcorn can do in a phone booth and do, if you 


really got a heart, a minute of silence for my poor nostrils. 


A shot of propane gas saturated the small amount of air available while Steve, as proud as a fucking new-dad, 


releases a fat feral BRAY. 
(OMFG! IS THE THIRD WORLD WAR BROKE OUT?) 


"What the fuck, Steve!" 

| curse, holding my nose with both hands. 

"You dirty son of a bitch!" | kick him roughly in the ass. "Get the fuck out of here..” 
"But ugh! It wasn't me!" 

| close the door on his nose. 


"Fuck you, moron! | have a very important call to do!" 


| try again to call, but | can't take the line. The phone is busy. Six attempts went to empty while | try not to 
look at Steve intent on making tongue out and punch the glass of the phone booth like a subnormal gorilla in 


heat. 


When now | am going to give the fuck up, Ronnie James aka Dio remembers of his humble son made flesh and 


the MIRACLE happens. 
"Haaalloooo" answers a groggy female voice on the other side of the phone. "Who is speaking?" 
(Shit! She's fucking on something!) 


"Mrs. Bailey!" 


| exclaim, my heart speeding like a machinegun into my ears. "Is Bill available? Can | talk to him?" 
Silence. 

"Is Bill.” 

She coughs her lungs out and start crying loud as a child. 


As usual, she's as stoned as a junkie and | can note with anger how much, in fact, the mother of my best 
friend is similar to mine. 

She really makes me sick. What kind of mother does she think she's for her children? 

Anyway, here she is and, at the moment, it's enough. | heard her yawn at the other end and | realize it's late 
and she's struggling to stay awake, but | also know she's waiting for me to speak, and | try to make myself 
believe that, if she hasn't hung up the phone on my face is, at least, a positive signal. 


Then | hear her slurred voice. 


"Who are you?" Asks the woman, suffocating a yawn. "It's very late, and my children are sleeping. Who're you 
looking for?" 


My heart flies high like a hawk and, in a beautiful moment, | foretaste the joy to talk to my best friend to tell 
him that I've got a job and a flat and that he can join me in LA. 


And while | imagine our meeting to be, the hiring of Bill as a salesman or as a night manager at TR Video and a 


bright future for the both of us, the corner of my eye falls on Popcorn 
(OMFG! How could he be so fucking nuts?) 


Drilling his nostrils with both hands and... er. It's disgusting. Fucking eating the fabulous treasure he finds hidden 
into it. 


"Mrs. Bailey, l'm Jeff. Bill's best friend and school mate. We share the same class and l'm desperately in need 
of an information" 

| explain, trying not to laugh myself out watching - but trying to ignore - the slapped face of Steve squashed 
against the glass making with his mouth farts unworthy of a schoolboy of the nursery. 

"May | speak to Bill? Is he still awake? It won't take too long, but its very very important, so please..." 

My hands are sweating and | got cramps in my stomach. 

"Please! | beg you. Give me five minutes. Let me talk to him!" 


Said in a soft voice, now | can understand better Steve's father aka The Deceased and the reasons why he did 
what he did in his testament. How could you picture to leave the administration of TR to such a subhuman 
creature? How could he even dream to ride a world-famous music shop? How the fuck could he touch a thing 


without turning it into shit? 


So, while Popcorn is waiting for me outside on the sidewalk, I'm sure that the old nuts was absolutely, totally, 
100% fucking right when he decided to leave all his inheritance to the Australian parrot instead of his only 
male son. Especially when, horrified, | notice the nice pastime that his brilliant mind has come up: scratching 
away with his nails from the booth's glass the oldest chewing-gum he founds... just to put them, mixed 
together... into his fucking mouth 


| must admit that, when she throws the fucking H bomb, I'm TOTALLY UNPREPARED. 
"HE ISN'T IN." 


Her voice says after a long, unnerving silence. 


My heart skips a beat. 


"Can you tell me where he's gone?" 


My mouth is so dry | can barely spell words. 


"Is he out with someone...?" 

"No, he isn't" 

Mrs. Bailey answers. 

"William has runaway. He left home some days ago, Jeff. He.. has no longer lived here with us for months. He 
has moved at his granny's because of his fa - er.. because of my husband, Stephen, but he had left her too 
the last Feb. bth, his..." 


She tries to stifle a sob. 
My soft, ghastly voice covers hers. 


"His [THth birthday." 

(OMFG! He runaway on his fucking birthday!) 

"And now I'm sorry" she goes on “but if my husband comes back from choir practice and finds me here talking 
to you, I'm in a serious trouble, ‘cause he believes that what happened between He and his... well. And Bill. | 
mean, all the trouble we went through the last two years are your fault!" 


CLICK! 


Suddenly, | feel sick. 


I'm crying and throwing up in my mouth. 


He run the fucking away the last Feb. bth. 
Fifteen days ago. 


| know where he's going. 


He's surely trying to join me here in LA 
(Where else should he go? He has nobody left but mel) 


Feeling a thousand of conflicting emotions, | sling out of the booth. 
Breathless. Hopeless. 


If even a porn-star would pass in front of me with her legs wide open and a fucking acoustic Gibson Les Paul 


tucked up her cunt, | swear | won't notice her at all 
Here | am, jaw dropped. 


It's impossible! 


Can't believe it! 


HE FUCKING DID IT! 


HE REALLY DID IT! 
Suddenly bursts a violent storm. 
Weeping secret tears, | take Steve's arm and start running. 


Hope the rain confuse my tears, but it doesn't. 
Even to Steve's eyes. 


"l2!" 

He claims, stopping me and taking my face in his hands. 
"Why Are you crying?" 

"I'm not" | try to answer. "It's just the rain!" 

But it isn't. 


Then we ran like soft mad children under the frozen rain. 


THAT FUCKING NUMBER 


Author's Notes: 
WARNING 
Chain-laughs ALERT 


IN SUSCEPTIBLE INDIVIDUALS, THIS CHAPTER MAY CAUSE CRISIS OF EARLY DEMENTIA AND DELIRIUM 


To my most faithful reader 
and SIS OVER THE OCEAN 


THIS IS FOR U 

AS USUAL. 

| NEVER FORGOT U, BUT IM 4 HRS/DAY BUSY TRYING TO MAKE MY DREAM COME TRUE: BECAME AN OPERA 
SINGER AS A COLORATURA HIGH SOPRANO. 

(MAY GOD HELP ME AND MY TEACHER'S EARSII! XD) 


PUNK OPERA LOVE 


Sarah Myhubbynowismyfirstfanasasinger becausemiracleshappen Rose 


chapter 40 


THAT FUCKING NUMBER 
Adrianna Smith 


Shame's broken tooth made our day. 
He got a fucking window in his fucking smile, and it's not funny, because a dentist is much too expensive for 


our pockets. 


What the fuck. 

| don't hate him. On the contrary. Love that son of a bitch, because he's to one to blame for his bad luck, 
sure, but he's the one who is paying the highest price. 

He may be an also-ran, but he's VERY COOL and deserve a second chance - and he can't bump into one if he 
doesn't find the way to FIX that fucking tooth. 

The SHIP OF FOOLS has been improved by those two assholes, and we are very proud to be their girlfriends. 
Love both of them. He and AXL. By the way, I'm pretty sure this one is the next rock superstar. I'm a groupie, 


after all. The best one. And my.. er. My.. let's call it SIXTH SENSE can't fail. 
Said, we got a PROBLEM and need a quick solution 


Shame's mouth had become the ABSOLUTE PRIORITY. 
A RED CODE. 


Every fucking word was a WHISTLE. 
Every breath a scary howling. 
Every yawn a blizzard. 


Every smile a bottomless pit. 


All we needed was a CAPSULE. 

Applesauce! 

Where could we find a fucking capsule without a fucking DENTIST? 
But, as | told before, a dentist was out of question 


The gamble was the only way to earn money fast. 
All the four of us were underage. 


Could young kids go to the CASINOS? 


Our situation was like that of a dog chasing its tail. To have a shred of possibility to get out of it, we had no 
choice at the moment: we had to remove the fucking tail of the dog's mouth, also threatening to take a bite. 
But- HOW? 


What should you guys do in our shoes? 


Hunger sharpens or so they say, so one by one, including the patient, each of us has offered to contribute to 


the charade, although | must admit that the one who spat out the most brilliant and fool idea was AXL. 


High on LSD like a rotten eel, he suddenly popped out yelling his lungs out and beating his chest with both 
hands as if he was King Kong. 


"IM THE LIZARD KING! | CAN DO ANYTHING!" 


Then he did it. 
AXL THE MASON PUT THE BRICK IN THE WALL 
(Or so we thought) 


He took Shame's head in his hands and, with a fool glance in his demonic eyes, he rummaged in his pockets and 


showed us a jar of FAST-SETTING STUCCO for masons he'd bought ages ago God knows why. 


In the ghastly light of the minivan camping lamp, he has built for what had once been an incisive a mausoleum. 


Unluckily our Axl was neither a dentist nor a mason, so the first cigarette our poor Shame lit reopened the 
hole. 

The redhead burst out with his.. er. Lets call it final solution: trowel and cement. So, by one side, he has really 
closed the hole, fixing forever the fool smile of poor Shame, and by the other one, forced him to perpetual 


silence, to our great relief. 
(What else?) 


As soon as he realized that the red head has just fucked his mouth off, the poor victim of Rose's madness 
started squawking for the minivan as a fucking chicken without the head. 


"AXLIII" 
He cried, in a vain attempt to open the vise lethal stucco. "BA.A.RDIII U R A FCKN: DD MNIII" 


Needless to say that Savanna and | were rolling on the floor laughing our guts off. 


Anyway, saw from the right perspective and distance, THAT SMILE wasn't that bad. Trust me. I'm not kidding. 
So therefore, sedated minds with a nice, generous intravenous shot of smack, we all pulled to shine as best as 


we could and, as the old good Dylan sung, we fucking knocked the Heaven's Doors. 


Now it was up to us. 

GIRL POWER! 

UP WITH TISTS AND ASSES!!! 

Being allowed or not to enjoy the LIGHT of the gaing tables and to know the mystery of the multiplication of 
the CHIPS only depended by me and Savannah and by our... ahem. Let's call it SAVOIR FAIRE. 

(Yeah! treat it like a capital crime!) 


Filled with the highest hopes and the most exciting prospects for the immediate future, the two guys have 
come by letting us DO OUR FUCKING THING. 


Sorry, dudes. | mean. Just gve me a shred of minute to retrieve my beautiful self.. 

Savannah is entrenched behind a dry NO COMMENT, so | guess that, this time, you'll have to be content with 
my humble version. 

But.. oh, dudes! Who the fuck on Earth would have dreamed that an old polite and distinguished man as the 
director of the Royal Casino was one of those? 


Confidential negotiations on the back, that's what he does! 


It does mean that we CHICKS weren't his choice. 
He had a soft point for young long haired DRUMMERS used to the BEAT of red light performanceslll 
We girls weren't bread for his teeth. 


So, since we pussies weren't enough for the height and refined tastes of our Mr. Director, we had to call for 


REINFORCEMENTS. 
Poor Steve was forced to SACRIFICE his SHINING VIRTUES on the altar of the cause. 


My heart is bleeding for him who, poor fellow, moreover, was not at all helped by the teasing of Axl which, 
however, lost the urge to laugh when the OLD FAGGOT asked him to contribute to the cause with a BLOWJOB. 


Needless to say that, to be able to please our Director, more or less as old as the mummy of Tutankamon 
but not as well preserved, the poor victim had to do himself an OVERDOSE of SPEEDBALL that nearly sent him 
back to the Creator. 


So it happened that the GROUT SEALER saved Shame's mouth but NOT AXL'S. 
The poor red head had to puke his guts off giving pleasure to the Director's cock. 


Ok, dude. 

l'm sick of it all. 

Really can't go on telling you all the sickening time the guys had with that old FAG. 
He really makes me sick just at the thought. 

And Axl.. poor little thing! 

He really can't stop THROWING UP. 


PLEASE, GUYS AND CHICKS, DON'T LAUGH AT HIM. 
LIFE IS A WHORE WITH A BROKEN HEEL. 
YOU NEVER KNOW WHAT IT RESERVES YOU. S0, PLEASE! 


Let me end this painful chapter of our lives. 
| CAN ONLY SAY THAT THE THING HAS LEFT HIM A BITTER TASTE. 
Then, however, the Casino was all for us. 


Heart pounding and a dead rat in the mouth, we slingshot roulette betting, all night long, one number chosen 


RANDOM 


64 


suggested by the circumstances. 


And we finally got what we deserved. 


GUITARS DIVISION SALESMAN REQUIRED 
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chapter 4l 


GUITARS DIVISION SALES-MAN REQUIRED 
Jeffrey Dean (Jeff) Isbell 


With Gina firmly established at the helm, TR is undergoing a RADICAL metamorphosis. She fired (almost) all 
the idlers and started her mastership with giving more responsibility to all including us. For better or for 
worse. This is why, foaming at the mouth, as his usual, that our lucky Popcorn receives the solemn investiture 


of Master of the Video Department, a deci-sion which, in my opinion, despite goes clearly to our ad-vantage, is 


definitely NOT VERY RESPONSIBLE, isn't it? 


| mean. 
Since me and Steve, here, in the PORN MOVIE RATED XXX PARADISE, having my pal as a master, is something 
like... | don't know... it's similar to sending a MONK for SPIRITUAL EX-ERCISES in a fucking NUNNERY! 


Needless to say that, for the inauguration of Steve, he orga-nized another half ORGY WELCOME, this time, 
however, with the consent of Gina aka The New Boss. Which, after having made us sign an authorization that 
allows her to EXPROPRIATE US ANY EARTHLY SUBSTANCE IN CASE OF ANOTHER POR-NOTAPE DELETED, has 
buried us alive in our PRIVATE BUNKER with two complacent girlfriends of here with boobs like fuck-ing 
watermelons, refuging herself behind a dry NO COM-MENT. 


(Oh, Bill.. | wish you were here so fucking much | could die..) 


| already told Gina and Steve about my Lafayette BRO and they really know everything about his sad history 
made of beatings, broken dreams and wasted talent. | told them who really Reverend Beetle is. And I'll tell you, 
guys, that both Gina and Steve are as anxious as | am to know and, most of all, to HIRE HIM AS AN 
ATTENDANT (our MORAL CONDUCT) here at TR (PORN) VIDEO. 


(YEEEEEEEEEEEPPPPPI!! POOR GINA! POOR TR! HE'S THE ONEl!! BILL'S ABSOLUTELY PERFECT FOR THAT JOB!) 


Such joy for him, to be hired in THE record shop and share the job with mel Its a DREAM come true. 
Yeah, but how can | tell him about all this stuff, if | don't know where the fuck he is? 


He ran away before | could get in touch with him by phone and tell him anything about the lucky stroke of 
being hired in TR staff. | hope Ronnie James aka Dio can be his guide and join us as soon as possible. | really 
can't wait to see his face when he'll be told. 


Here at the Video Department, the new line-up planned by Gina the Terrible Ist has left all of us speechless: 
the new entry consists of a chilling perch nickel plated six feet high on which His Royal Highness the Sovereign 
of all TR from here to the moon, undisturbed, dominated this valley of weeping: 


LORETO, the Cursing Parrot. 
He's so fucking thick skinned | can die! 


Needless to say that, as soon as he realized he was the MAS-TER OF THE HOUSE, he put on squawking like a 
chicken and started plucking a delusional inaugural speech woven of the worst curses you can image. 

It happily handed launching the inaugural flight during which he literally repainted white the entire department 
by shitting on everything in sight, the FULL STAFF rightly included. 


All customers have fled screaming terrorized. 


But this wasn't enough for him, yet, so he, after that, upturned his bowl of food scattering sunflower seeds 
left and right and causing an impressive sequence of falls and accidents, some of them FATAL. 

Finally, last but not least, the EVIL BIRD has shit in the head to our poor Popcorn, came to tighten, with the 
new MASTER OF THE HOUSE, a MUTUAL NON-AGGRESSION PACT. 


That's the fucking it. 
If that WALKING ROAST does not decide to cooperate, Steve and myself will be forced to take serious action 


The rejuvenation of the store, implemented with impressive alacrity by Gina herself, provided various 
assumptions, includ-ing that of the first head of the Guitars Department. 

She wanted a technic. A guitar player. 

So far so good. 


You had to see THEM, the candidates! 


Ninety percent were daddy's girls all dolled up in expensive clothes who really didn't give a shit of guitars, while 
the re-mainder was made up of wild children of Compton and Ingle-wood fans of bands such as Kiss, David Lee 
Roth, Black Sab-bath, Alice Cooper, Scorpions and all that stuff, themselves involved in gangs and criminal 


bands, who, of course, came to the interview for recruitment dressed and made up like their idols. 


| must admit they were very cool, but they were TOO MUCH for Gina's project. She wanted a restyle. Surely 
the HEAVY METAL look was ok, but she wanted something NEW. Some-thing UNSEEN. No deja-vu for TR. We 
were selling cool rec-ords, not longing. 

So we all were waiting for THE MAN. 

Then, suddenly, from the boiled mullet sea, emerged a guy who seemed to sum everything we were looking for: 


style, im-age impact and savoir faire. 


| liked him since day one because he was the only one, in that heap of badass, who really didn't act like a 
fucking spoiled rock star. 


The guy was a Popcorn schoolmate. They attended Fairfax High School together and he's, also, his best friend 
since that times. 

Steve told me he lives in the Valley with his granny and he can play Whole lotta Love and Immigrant Song by 
Led Zeppelin with his electric guitar better than Jimmy Page himself! 


The only problem is that, apparently, no one's never been able to see his face. 


Either his face is drowned under the impressive cascade of dark curls that makes him a kind of HUMAN 
VILEDA MOP, or he- or IT, like the Addams one- was born with no face. 


All that | can say is that I've rechristened him EYES WITHOUT A FACE like a famous BILLY IDOL'S song. 


Anyway, he's a force of nature. 


He's THE MAN. 


When he is entered for the interview, Steve has jumped to his neck like a louse and he didn't wanted to leave 
him alone till the moment when Red Crow has officially hired him. 

Needless to say that the new purchase is a fan of metal as | am and that, really, he plays guitar like a fucking 
god. Main influences: Aerosmith, Rolling Stones, Stoogies, Led Zeppelin and Alice Cooper. 


Besides, he's a white fly in METAL: he's CREOLE, that means half white, half black like Jimi Hendrix. His name is 


wrote in our fate. I'm stinky sure of it. 


But the funniest thing, is that he's fucking ENGLISH. 
Born in Stoke on Trent, ENGLAND, in 1965, his father is white and his mother from Africa, so he's ENGLISH and 
BLACK. 


He makes a joke of it any time someone asks him about his origins. 


He's a very nice guy, so when | asked him if he used to take five o'clock tea, can u guess what he said to me? 


"Sure!" 
He spat with a grin. 
| ATE it every fucking day!" 


God makes them and then couples them, | thought, rolling my eyes in disbelief. After all, he's a friend of 
Popcorn, isn't he? And because, as they say, similar calls similar, | know that | have no chance. My mental 
health is in serious danger, but there's nothing | can do to save me from Popcorn and his friends. 


He's a very cool guy. Maybe the coolest asshole I've ever seen in my life - except for Bill 


A very mysterious guy that's a true Gibson Les Paul's virtuoso. Love his way to play electric guitar. Angus 
Young from AC/DC and Keith Richards from Rolling Stones run into his veins and.. by the way. Do you want to 
find a nice? 

His mother is black. She seems to have been not only the cos-tume designer, but also the LOVER of David 
Bowie. 


l'm not kidding! 

Steve told me anything, and l'm so thrilled | just can't wait for Bill to join the all of us here. 

Anyway, | don't know whether Bill is going to phone home or not, but, if he is, his sister, Amy, knows the good 
news and can tell him to come quickly here. I've called her last night and gave her my address and my 


telephone number. 

All | can do at this point is wait and see. 

As per the new dude, here, he really looks like a rock star. His name is Saul Hudson, but no one - his grandma 
enclosed - calls him his by his first name. 


For all, he's simply 


SLASH. 


LIFE CAN BE A FAIRYTALE 
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chapter 42 


LIFE CAN BE A FAIRYTALE 
Luigina (Gina) Coletti 


Oh, guys! 
| FUCKING GOT | Till 
You won't believe mel 


Life can be a fairytale.. OMFG! l'm crying.. 


(MY) Tracii made my night, dudeslll 
He fucking did itlll 


Let me tell you. 
He went out on bail One last week from jail, ready to come back to it the more later in a week. Or so | 
thought. But this time | was wrong. Instead, just when | had given up all hope of a decent life because of the 


continuous fights in which he was involved in one way or another, things were about to get bet-ter. 


He invited me to dinner. Drove me to the Rainbow. First of all, as we sit, he updated me about my bro, Steve, 
and his pal, Jeff. he needed to talk about my bro, Popcorn aka Steve, and his pal, Jeff. They had been arrested 
days ago for public drunkenness and vagrancy. Told me he met them inside and said that they engaged a big 
mess with an Arabic brush man and assured me he was the one who saved the two urchins from the 
clutches of the Saudi scavenger. 


| missed this story, but, with Steve, | won't say a word. 


Then he started talking to me softly. A river in flood. | almost did not recognize him, he, usually so taciturn 


and gloomy. Told me that, this time, he has grown up and that he has closed with his former life. That he was 
finished with the spammers he used to attend and that all he wanted was a quiet life. 


That speech was his... well. Let's call it APPETIZER. 
The MAIN COURSE was coming, but first things first. We'll get to in a bit. 


He did stammer and bite his nails all the speech long so | could see how shy he is under the hard rock-star 
attitude he usually shows. 


| swear I've never seen him so fragile before. 


He really shot me down 
Sometimes it is so fucking beautiful mistake... 


| listened that flood of words mesmerized by him and by his hands, which have never stopped, not even for an 
instant, shaking. | was totally into his memories, dragged like a piece of wood in the current of his thoughts. 
And it was a bit like watching the eruption of a volcano, with molten magma that, after years of apparent 
neglect and inac-tivity, suddenly erupts and sweeps away everything, including ME. And when, finally, the 
magma retired, it left me PETRI-FIED. 

Exact. PETRIFIED. 


| really couldn't find a better word to express the way | felt during the whole dinner. His story has unchained 
an energy. | didn't know how much he had suffered in his childhood, and l'm pretty sure | was the first person 
who was been told. 


Told me about a little flower bloomed by mistake. About the Sixties. His parents were two underage hippies too 
full of LSD to raise a child. Tossed left and right like a package and raised between hard drugs and fucking 
diseases. 

He was unwanted. Nobody loved him. 

Little poor Tracii was raised in Jim Morrison and Jimi Hendrix's music and got Janis Jolpints SUMMERTIME as a 
lullaby. 


As a family, he got a Flowers Children common. 


And maybe this is why, growing up, he developed dyslexia and his schoolmates used to treat him like an 
outcast. 

During his childhood, Mum and dad changed a lot of religions. 

From Wicca to Buddha, going through all the seventy-seven reincarnations of Sakuntala-or-who-the-fuck-it- 
was, they never found neither Nirvana nor peace on Hearth. 

He told me about the Sixties died in early Seventies and the end of all peace-and-love ideals when Morrison, 
Joplin and Hendrix died. He said that his parents, after the toxic dream was over, didn't survived the impact 
with reality. 

The common itself died on heroin and alcohol addiction. 


When he finished his story, | was staring at him with tears fill-ing my eyes. Speechless. 


Then came my dessert. 
Tracii served it to me on a silver plate on his knees. 
Are you curious, chicks? 


| know you are... 


He is a born rock-star. Lived a cinematographic life, so far. He was wild and he still is, and | fucking love him as 


he is. 
He put it in a pint of Budweiser. 


He's so fucking crazy!!! 


| could choke to death! 


Rainbow Bar € Grill 
2lb di Indian Canyon, Palm Springs, LA 


I'll never forget this place. 


Never forget this night. 
"Gina" he said, watching something over the top of my hair. "Can | tell you something?" 


An eyed waitress came up to us. Wearing a black patch over one eye and a long strand of purple hair on the 


other and goes away with our orders. 
Needless to say we were the main attraction in the pub. 


| didn't care. He was most important than what stupid people may think or may say. Last night he became my 
world and my sun. And | thought to myself like a drunk moth flying to him looking for his heat. 

Didn't care if | was going to burn my wings. 

| wanted to live the moment. Usually | must say I'm a worrier, but now, for the first time in my life, | enjoyed 


the fading in-stant without wasting it with my fears. 


Then the orders came to us. 


We ate ravenously two Sonora Hamburgers with triple jala-penos and Guacamole Sauce and drank our Buds. 


Suddenly, it happened. 
My life was going to change forever and | didn't know. 


Emptying my pint, something hard and strong hits my teeth and | nearly broke one of my front incisive. 
Too late. | fucking swallowed it. 


After | coughed my lungs out for surprise, Tracii saved my life with some sort of Heimlisch maneuver or- 


what-it's-called. 


You'll never believe me, but what I'm going to tell you is the truth of facts unvarnished, because they need all 


except to be fictionalized. 


Anyway, the mysterious object flied out of my mouth more or less at the speed of light and landed.. guess 
where it landed. 


In the good eye of the poor punk waitress, who chose the wrong moment to clear our table. 
Needless to say that, for the other clients of Rainbow Bar € Grill, we became legend. 


Sedated chaos around us, Tracii showed me a little thing. 


This time, | was the one who had to burst into tears. 
"Oh, Tracii." 


In his black-polish nailed hands, he kept something that looked, under the red Rainbow lights, a silver snake ring. 
The sparkling reptile was staring at me with his only amethyst eye. 


| didn't know what to say and what to do. All | knew was | was going to die for heart failure at age twenty- 
three. 


| saw my death. | saw myself falling face first in my untouched extra-hot jalapenos bowl. 

He put a finger on my mouth to softly shut me up and he.. | swear it! Trust mel I'm not kidding! While | was 
sipping my strawberry milkshake, he fell to its knees at my feet. 

| flushed as a pepper, but | did not want to hurt him, given the way in which he had opened me his soul, so | 


kept my mouth shut feeling tears streaming down my cheeks. 


Then, in a one-day-long instant, he slipped the golden snake ring on my left hand ring finger. 

"What about Sin City?" he asked me, winking like a fucking tempting demon in those damn black Jim Morrison's 
leather pants. "Las Vegas would be perfect for us, wouldn't it?" 

"How | could | even dream of say no" | reply by jumping to his neck and flooding it with tears, surrounded by 
waiters and customers whistling and applauding as if we was at the cine-ma. "I truly love you, and then.. and 
then.. what shell | say? You know I'm yours. Didn't you just save my life?" 


Two swollen tears rolled down his cheeks to explode into a thousand fireworks on the head of my golden cobra. 


Then came the H BOMB. 


"Gina Coletti." 
Poise. Consent. Awkward instant. Then he swallowed hard. 


"Will you marry Tracii Guns?" 


| GOT ANYTHING DONE 
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chapter 43 


| GOT ANYTHING DONE 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


| got anything done. 
Finally my pilgrimage to the Lands of Milk and Honey for free has come to fruition 


The Promised Land is here and now. 


Don't you believe me? 
You're wrong my pals, my sweet ones. 
Totally wrong, 


I've never lied- except when | tell the truth. 


(So what the fuck?) 


You're wrong. I'm not high on acid or MDMA or whatsoever. I've never shot myself right in the jugular and I'm 
not drunk. 


But I'll tell you this: God fucking exists 
(and He's not my step-fucking-father) 
| got the proofs. 


Last night, In Vegas, He has laid on my-beautiful-self the Hand of Glory, revealing that my long journey of exile 


had come to an end. 


Shut up to insinuate that I've gone nuts and I'm fucking deliri-ous! Take that to your mind: I've never been 


better before in my life. 


So far so.. God. 
But how did | find the Light at the end of the tunnel? 


(read: sex, drugs and booze) 

All you need is just a little patience.. 
(isn't it, honey?) 

Fucking like that riff. Just a little patience. 


I'll tell lz to work on it and make it shine as it deserves. 


What we want is a rice guitar solo from here to eternity, something as strong as hell itself 


READY TO CRASH AND BURN. 
As the Lizard King used to say, 


WE WANT THE WORLD AND WE WANT IT NOW 


This is why we need something strong enough to split the world and then put it back together in our own 


image and re-semblance. 


So, what was | trying to say? 
Oh, fuck. 


GOD EXISTS. 

He really does. 

Trust me. 

That old slut Reverend Beetle(Juice) o'mine was fucking right. 
I've met Him last night. God. Not Beetlejuice. 


(Are you curious, guys and chicks? So, please! Let me light a cancer stick and I'll tell you everything) 


Our last night in Sin City has been a kick-ass one. 

The bitches had decided to go and see what, for all the cou-ples of lovers of the globe in whose veins flows 
the sacred magma of Rock- with the capital R- is a legend: 

the Graceland Wedding Chapel. 

The only and the one. With the celebrant who plays Elvis The Fucking Presley. 


Do you remember what | mean? 


(Anyway, in case of any of you lovebirds interested, here's the full address for a quick wedding ceremony.) 


GRACELAND WEDDING CHAPEL 
617 Las Vegas blvd, South Las Vegas, NV 810! 


OMFG! 

| mean.. for us, Gods of Metal Children too, that little chapel is a fucking must. Something you can't miss. 
Which one of you, lovebirds and assholes, having to tighten the noose because you have a bun in the oven, or 
whatever the fuck you want, do not want pronouncing vows taken by the songs of the deceased King of Rock? 


But all this, so to speak, was only the outline. Because my meal was another one. 


God, or the Fate- call it as you fucking please- sent me an An-gel. I'm not joking. Miracles happen, and | got 


mine. 


Miracle. 
What a wonderful word. 
The only one | can use to describe you the.. let's call it Astral Conjunction that has just happened to me. 


It made last night the most beautiful of my life so far. 
| swear, I'm weeping. 


| really cannot help myself. 
| hope nobody of you, lovebirds, is cardio-path or things like that because l'm giving you a very strong stroke. 


Thinking about it, my heart is speeding like a space brain I'd never dreamed what was going to happen. Not in 
this life. But, luckily, it happened. And now, I'm the happiest asshole on the fucking Planet Earth. 


I've learned that something, mistake can be beautiful. 


As soon as we reach the Chapel, we bumped into a Limo over-loaded with ivory roses followed by a crowd of 
very cool peo-ple dressed like rock stars and bitches all dolled-up like fucking punk pin-ups. | haven't seen such 


beautiful people in my life and wished to be one of them since minute one. 


And | must say that, the coolest ones, where the bride and her groom. They really looked like Gods of Metal. 


As soon as | saw them, my jaw dropped. 
Let me describe the happy coolest couple of fuckers I've seen in my life in their wedding day. 


She did pouts her best. A very fine young bitch. A caricature out of a wet dream of my lost youth as a 


sinner. 


Hair-sprayed updo and killer make-up Nancy Spungen's way. 

Her wedding dress was a very sexy poem of dried-blood-red tulle that looked artfully ragged in the shoulders 
to highlight her marble vampire skin. 

| loved the heart-shaped neckline of that dress. 

She was mysterious and dramatic. 

Really looked like a fallen angel. 

Long black gloves up to her elbow and a black veil on her face made her really look like a Rock Bride. 

The groom was a sort of polished Hell's Angel, wearing his Perfecto by Schott opened to show his chest full of 
tattoos. 

Black leather. Cow-boy boots worn with laced leather pants. Permed and graduated hair like David Lee Roth. 


Everywhere my gaze caught a living legend. 
Tattooed guys. Groupies with their boobs out in sight and their cunts exposed.. | won't say a word. But let me 
describe you the witnesses of the spouses. They really worth it, pals! 


The one on the bride side was a peroxide blond five feet tall dwarf with a nine inches perm. His Perfecto 
opened on the most hairy chest I've ever seen in my life. In spite of his pink Cadillac Rod Steward peroxide 
perm, his chest hair was as black as Jimi Hendrix's asshole. 


The other one was... well.. 


| rolled my eyes in disbelief and suddenly | got a heart attack. 


| swallowed hard, enable to breath. 

My jaw dropped on my feet. 

The other one, on the groom side, was... 

OMFGI!| 

HE WAS.. 

He was tall and dark. Shy and skinny. And, most of all, he got a very, VERY FAMILIAR LOOK. 
(Yeah!) 


You don't know HOW MUCH familiar his looks was to me as he shifted uncomfortably from one feet to the 
other one, with his bended shoulders and hands in pockets, staring at his Frye boots polished points. 


The poor thing was rocking back and forth like a fucking reed in the wind, shaking nervously and eating his own 


nails as... as... 
OMFG! 
(It's impossiblell!) 


That's what | thought. 
My heart skipped a beat and collapsed on the floor. 


(He can't be HMI! He can't be my..) 
"Cool!" yelled Savannah, giving a nudge in Shame's ribs. "I love that bridal dress so fucking much... its a bomblll" 
"| wanna get married here, too!" replied him, unfolding his extra-white smile just fixed by a barman who 


worked as an illegal dental technician in the basement of his own pub. 


"And you, Savannah Asyoufuckingplease" he went on, totally drunk. Barely self-conscious. His breath was a 
lethal weapon. "Will-ya-merry-your sex machine Shannon Hooooooon?" 


"| FUCKING WILL!" 
She screamed at the top of her lungs. 


"SHUT THE FUCK UPIII" 

Elvis The Pelvis. 

His voice was a fucking blast. He sounded like a thunderstorm. 
Then he left the mic and stared at us. 


There was a long, harassing, silence. 


Bad news. We realized it seeing him come to head low toward us. 


He left his microphone and stopped the ceremony just before the bridal vows . 


What a crappy figure, pals! 
Needless to say this wasn't the right way to introduce our-selves to the spouses entourage! 


| could strangle that spoiled brat out of hands for doing this to such beautiful people! 
(Shame, one day or another I'll kill youll! | fucking promisell!) 


The wedding scenario frozen in an awkward instant. 


| nearly died of shame. 


As for the two screamers, they made a public apology smear-ing ashes on their heads.. and then, as usual, 


they have start-ed a bit of a row. 


"Your fault!" 

"Yours!" 

"Nope! You're a dirty liar! You are the one who fucking started it, man!" 
And so it goes. 

In short, two basket cases. 


So | got pissed off bad. 
| mean, you know. | can stand everything. I'm sure you get the message. Legacy of Lafayette and its ghosts. 


(Lafayette.. OMFG! Maybe it's closer than | imagine... so fuck-ing COLSE | can't see the link with... oh, fuck!) 


As fast and furious as the lightening, | grabbed one of Shame's ears and | shut his fucking mouth. 
ho afferrato Scemo per un orecchio e gli ho tappato la bocca. 


"Listen, you and your bitch, here." 

"Shut THE FUCK up!" 

Once again, Elvis. 

One of the two witnesses turned around to look at us askance and.. 
(OH, FUCKIII) THIS IS A DREAM.. ) 

| rudely pinched my cheeks. 

(THIS IS NOT A DREAMI! M NOT SLEEPING!!! M AWAKE!!!) 
The floor melted under my feet and swallowed me. 

| suddenly felt sick. 

That shoulders.. | could have recognize it in a crowd. 

The dark tall guy. 

He was skinny, sure, but handsome. 

That hair.. HIS HAIRI! 


No doubt left. 
He was... OMFGII He fucking was... 


Needless to say that, meanwhile | was fighting with myself not to faint or collapse or whatsoever on the floor, 
Shame and his bitch had quietly started round second of their quarrel and, in a short time, their match gone 
wild to the point that the two, totally out of control, were covering the voice of the cele-brant, amplified by 
the microphone. 


As far as | know, the poor Elvis is still trying to pronounce their wedding vows. 


"Shut the fuck up, PLEASE!!!" 
He cried, angrily throwing the poor microphone on the floor. 
"Show a little respect, if not for me, at least to the newlyweds. You are ruining their best day. And | warn you, 


guys: unless you give us a cut, I'll be forced to drive you out. Do you under-stand what | mean? SHUT THE 
FUCK UPIll" 


As for the newlyweds, more amused than annoyed, didn't say a word. They were lost in their pink cloud of love. 


"Fuck you, Shame!" 

| got mad at him. 

"What a crappy figure you cut out!" 

He glanced at me with his void eyes but didn't got the mes-sage. Too much smack in his blood. His brain was 
cut aside. 


"What the fuck you want? | haven't done anything wrong!" 


All right, dudes. That was it. 

I've lost my mind. 

"Stop it, you two fuckers, ok? I'm gonna kill you with my bare hands!" 

"But..." 

"Shut the fuck up!" 

Poor fool! | gave him a pinch on the cheek so strong that al-most carried him away a piece of skin and lip. 
"Shut up, said! You and your fucking bitch!" 

Poi l'ho lasciato andare e i due piccioncini, manco a dirlo, si sono attratti di nuovo come due cazzo di calamite. 
"if Elvis the Pelvis hasn't throw you out, so far, is only because he's much too sick of us even to get his 
hands dirty with us and our shit! Trust me!" 

They didn't dare a reply, and | knew | had won WWII. 


So, at least, their row came to an end. 


As soon as the ceremony could go on, | have taken a step for-ward and joined Adrianna near Shame and his 


bitch to check them as best as | could. 
Then it happened. 
| won't forget that instant for the fucking rest of my life. 


The view of the altar full of white flowers caused me a violent flashback. 


My mouth suddenly dried. 


Then a river of warm saliva filled it to the point of agony. 


| was going to throw my guts up. 

| saw myself in Lafayette. 

On the altar. Reverend Beetlejuice next to me. The shy, excit-ed newlyweds exchanging their wedding rings. 
| started singing.. and then.. 

The vision vanished. 

Behind the altar, my eyes caught a golden plate with inscrip-tions and flourishes | hadn't noticed till that 
moment. 

Make your wish 


It will come true 


Beetlejuice had the same golden plate, but not on the wall. On the front door. And | can tell you, dudes, I'd made 


a lot of wishes in all those years, but none has come true except my runaway. 


But... | wasn't in Lafayette. | was in Las Vegas. 


Sin City. The town where (maybe) wishes can come true. 

While | was lost in that memories of my childhood, something, inside me, broke and fell into pieces. 
Say it with PINK FLOYD, Jeff used to tell me. 

(Yeah!) 

So did |. 


| wish you were here.. 


| closed my eyes and squeezed my eyelids with all my strength | had to make the wish come true. 

As soon as | re-opened it, the Destiny or God or a ray of Divine Grace has pierced my heart with a flaming 
dart. 

| swear, | told you already and | fucking repeat it: | got a heart attack. 

The witness. 


The dark guy. 
Hunched shoulders. Eyes like black holes. 


He shook his long dark hair and.. 
(.aaaaaannnnndddd....) 

OMFG! 

| can't believe my eyes! 

(If it's a dream, please! Don't dare wake me up!!!) 
He turned around. 

| looked at him. 


He looked at me. 


And the fucking world.. the fucking Planet Earth, has stopped spinning. 


"Bill!" 


Cried a voice from the depths of my soul. 
A voice from my past. A voice from my school days in Lafa-yette. 
A voice that was part of myself and that, from now on, | swore to myself, would stay with me for the rest 


of my life. 


Needless to say that that wedding ceremony was unlucky. 
Elvis had to stop it one more time. 


At that point, the happy couple, instead of hating our guts and kick us in the ass off out of the chapel, they 


come to us in-trigued to see what was happening to us. 

As the truth come out, there was a standing ovation for us. 

| confess that, in that fatal instant, | wanted to scream. To roll on the floor. To cry my joy to the Lord of Fate 
or Whatsoever. To hoist with a song the kite of my ardent joy. 

To scream to the world the name of who, after a very long way, | had finally found. 

To tell my good luck that, now, my journey to the end of the night has come to an end. 

Oh, dudes! 

l'm weeping. 


Can't stop crying for joy. 


| had found my best pale of all time and all the rest could suck. 


| tried to scream, to call his beloved name, but my voice was gore. 
Strong emotions got no voice, and so did |. 
HIS NAME. 


| could not help but savoring the sweet honey of HIS NAME on my tongue and bury it on my heart, while 


squeezing him to my chest till his heartbeat became mine. 


Then, in that magic instant, drinking his tears, hidden in his licorice haircut, I've savored that worshipped name 


in my mouth and soul 
Jeff.. 

(God bless you, my ied you don't even dream how much I love you, bral 
Jeffrey Dean 

Still haora and weena bie colased Sn hegoi 

Izzy! 

(My Izzy) 

"Now... 


| whispered, loosing myself in the darkness of his eyes full of tears 
"Now | can die happy". 


PARADISE CITY 
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chapter 44 


PARADISE CITY 
William Bruce (Bill) Bailey 


IZ. 
(Ronnie James aka Dio bless you, brol) 


lIl never leave you again 


| swear you, man, 


| won't. Not in this life! 

IZ. 

My bro. My pal. My LIFE. My dream come true. 

I'm living in a movie. Have you ever seen THE TRIP by Roger Corman? If you did, maybe you can understand 
what | mean. 

We're starting a sort of fucking, boozing and smacking revolution on the minivan, shooting ourselves to death 


with that Led Zeppelin's Houses of the Holy blasting in our ears to the sky. 


Who godsend, chickslll 


All this while our shabby caravan is heading full sail towards LOS(T) ANGELES aka PARADISE CITY 


Where the GRASS is green 
And the girls got big titties.. 


No! 
The girls.. they're PRETTY 
(and, sure! they got big titties, says SLASH) 


Anyway, after the wedding, the bride and her groom, Gina Coletti and Tracii Guns had run away on their 


polished white limo, thanks to Sister Heroine, Jeff and Shame have become very close friends. 

(By the fucking way.. is this a minivan or... is it the FAB4's YELLOW SUBMARINE?) 

This smack is far too good. | really can't understand a fuck. 

In a nutshell, Popcorn +IZ + Shame +The two Toxic pornstar + Axl Fucking Rose = APOCALYPSE (RIGHT) NOW. 
Needless to say, Shame wasted no time to begin our Popi to the mysteries of Heroin and | must say that, 
apparently, given the results, it seems that, in one only night, the student has surpassed the master. 

No safety. No surprise. 


Popi is a natural born junkie like all of us. 


As for IZ, in these things he's a champion and you have to leave him alone. | won't say a word. He has even 


self-proclaimed MASTER OF CEREMONIES of THE MERRY JUNKYES. 


We talked a lot about the future. 
IZ told all of us of TOWER RECORDS. 


What shell | say? 
| rolled my eyes in disbelief and cried. 


If it's a dream, please! Don't wake the fuck me up. 

After all the misadventures | went through, | must admit Im almost reconciled with God 

He told us about Pop's millionaire inheritance and that we, as a band, have a flat to share in Steven's one. 
We all have gratefully accepted unconditionally - bitches enclosed 

We're over the Seventh Heaven 


The idea is to start a sort of common. 
We want a true flower children family. 
Do you know what | mean? 


| just can't wait. 


TOWER RECORDS will fed us till we'll be famous. 

But I'm pretty sure we're going to be the tomorrow's rock stars. 

Guns N'Roses are born to kill 

Don't forget it. 

They are going to smash the fucking world and fix it with a Slash's solo guitar. Trust me. 
Wait and see. 


Anyway, Loreto, Steven's demented parrot, worries me. 


Not to speak of that fucking bare cat shitting everywhere in the flat. 
But.. who the fuck cares of them? 


IZ, bro, you saved my fucking guts. 
I'll never forget. 


We're pretty tied up forever. 


Jeff and | will coordinate the TOWER (PORN) VIDEO department. Him as a director. | as a security guard. 
What shell | say? l'm speechless. 

Needless to say that Steve and Shame will be my salesmen. 

My real mission impossible is - says Steve, pat-patting my shoulder with a dog eat dog sly smile - to KEEP 


AN EYE ON IZ AND HIMSELF. So wants Gina, the real Master of the House. Her words are Gospel. 


| rolled my eyes. 
That girl is fucking crazy. 


She's a suicide!!! 

But hear this. 

The final stroke of the framework is Shame. 

He's TOWER VIDEO's wildcard. 

The fucking trump card. 

Call him as you please. 

Its tasks range from cleaning toilets to QUALITY CONTROL. 
What the fuck, bros and sis! 

| can hardly imagine him, DUTIFUL like no other, watching a PORN solely for professionullll 
Gina did the right choice, didn't she? 

Isn't this the most wonderful job on Earth? 


SEX. BOOZE. GRASS. SMACK. PORN VIDEO. 


What else? 
Don't you guys hate my guts to death? 


And.. what about the BITCHES? 

They got a job tooll 

They're the fucking NEON SIGN of TOWER RECORDS. 

Driving down the freeway singing and drinking and going wild, my eyes filled with tears. 
LA. is getting nearer and nearer. 

The move of my life runs backward. 

(Push the rewind bottom, friends!) 

My way. My life. 


From Lafayette, Indiana, to Los Angeles, California 
From William Bruce Bailey to W. Axl Rose. 


There he was. 

Little Bill. Hitchicking on interstate. Thumb out. 

Poor peasant. Clumsy and denied. The everything went wrong. 

Then came his first lift. Do you remember the idiot priest? 

And the nightclub? 

By the way. What about the wore of my stepfather who sanctified his wows with the whores and the trans? 


HOLY CRAP! 


I've eaten rotten dog food. | crashed ON THE ROAD like Sal Paradiso and Dean Moriarty. Shared a quilt with a 
junkie in that cursed town of St. Louis. I've hitchicked. Mohammed Ali gave me a lift out of a dream. I've picked 
up this dumb Shame born to fix himself to death. | went to Las Vegas to try the fortune and fame. Saw 
everything in one only night. 


It's all a gamble 
When is just a game 


And, finally, | found this caravan of MERRY (PORN) JUNKIES. | found myself in Grand Canyon The peyote 


experience has changed my life forever. | had sex. Boozed. Smacked. | also had my first fix. 


Ya treat like a capital crime.. 


What else? 
| did it my way. 


Everybody's doing their time! 


Savannah says we'll be in Los Angeles before dawn. 


Are you ready for the PARADISE CITY? 


WELCOME 

TO 

CALIFORNIA 

HAVE GOOD TIME 


Here we the fuck are, my beloved bros and sis. 
| did it my way, and you did it with me and all of us. 


Thanks for following my- our ~- adventures, pals. 


| will always remember you. 


We're home, now. 

Welcome to the fucking PARADISE CITY! 
ENJOY! 

Thank you too, old Bastard Reverend Beetlejuice 
(May the Devil fuck you in the ass to death!) 


You scored 1,000,000. 
The jackpot is yours. 


This is the Biblical Land of Honey and Milk. 

The famous Promised Land we are taught as children really exists in Califorriall! 
The point is.. | don't want to leave you, my friends. 

Nope. 


| just can't do it.. 
l.. | fucking can't live without you, guys.. 


All right, Axl. 
You got to be tough, now. 
I'm a GROWN UP MAN. 


Just to let you know, I've LOVED YOU. 
IVE LOVED YOUR FUCKING GUTS, BROS AND SIS. 


But now its getting late. 
| got to go. 


Tough guys don't cry, and | won't. 


What the fuck, bros and sis? 
Are you ready for 


THE END? 


